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ACT  I. 

Sceme  I. —  An  Apartment  in  the  Palace . 

Enter  Richelieu. 

Rich. — Pause,  Richelieu;  and  from  thy  brooding  bosom 
Thy  thoughts  draw  out ;  let  thy  full,  teeming  brain, 
Whose  pregnant  womb  is  fill’d  with  ripening  schemes 
Of  falsehood,  treachery,  rancour,  and  deceit, 

Bridleless  and  unconstrain’d,  deliver  each  invention 
Formed  in  thy  soul,  engendered  in  thy  heart. 

I  would  be  King  of  France,  the  empire  sway 
Subservient  to  my  dominative  rule. 

The  King,  more  credulous  than  a  woman, 

Who  lists  with  eagerness  her  lover’s  oaths, 

And,  weak,  believes  them,  thinks  mv  sworn  allegiance, 

By  faithlessness  unbroken,  keeps  a  bond 
With  that  which  guides  and  directs  my  life. 

False  hope  !  O  thou  snaky  fiend,  Hypocrisy,  duresse  ! 
Why  marrest  thou  man,  a  form  sublime — 

A  fabric  shaped  by  gods?  He  on  my  hollow  faith — 

Faith,  that,  like  foul  ground,  no  sooner  feels 
The  wanderer  on  its  gulphing  maw  make  step, 

But  ’whelms  him  down — is  such  a  man 
Fit  to  o’ersway  this  grand  Palladium? 

No  !  not  to  catechise  an  infant  throng. 

Still  let  him  hold  me  as  his  dearest  friend, 

And  nurse  me  in  his  bosom  ;  I, 

Whilst  foreign  lands  and  continents  combine 
To  league  with  him  in  amity, 

Will  worm  me  in  their  individual  grace, 

And  grasp  those  praises  to  his  virtue  due, 

Making  for  my  own  good  service,  allies; 

His  confidence  and  trust  both  undermining. 

With  the  great  and  imperial  power 
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i-  ast  Circled  round  my  proud,  ambitious  brows, 

>»  ould  I  defy  the  threat  of  every  foe, 

Ihen  should  the  knowledge  of  men’s  baseness— 

for  I  sum  their  faults  by  mine  own  failing _ 

leach  me  to  guard  ’gainst  all  seductive  snares, 

Laid,  like  game-traps,  frail  ones  to  enthral. 

He  is  a  man ; 

J hough  just  in  all  personal  proportions. 

But  poorly  favour’d;  he  lacks  the  stern  justice 
W  inch  those  who  would  curb  mighty  spirits 
Must  use,  their  lawlessness  strict  to  restrain, 
n  private  life  he  would  be  revered,  where  now 
His  weakness  is  despised,  and  made  the  scorn 
Of  every  carping  fool,  who  views  through  reason’s  eV 
Nature  s  defects  and  her  malformations"  * 

Bestowed  on  him  for  mockery— not  use. 

hen  with  boldness  he  should  command. 

And  put  to  service  that  lordly,  regal  power, 

In\olv  d  upon  him  for  his  country’s  weal 
And  not  a  blandished  ornament  to  feed 
is  mental  pride,  he  falters,  as  a  tremulous  plant 

Tremble,  before  the  wrath  of  threatening  storm" 

Nor  like  the  oak,  inflexibly  firm,  ’ 

Derides  men's  vaunt  as  lie  derides  the  blast- 
Beneath  its  clamour,  solid  and  unshaken.  ’ 

Men,  out  of  form,  and  not  from  reverence 
Express  unto  his  dignity  an  homage 

I  e*  8,c°rn,  and  ,v?0t  his  trifling  ways,  as  I  do. 

dethrone  him.  The  strongest  are  the  greatest 
T,s  might  not  lawful  and  legitimate  right  g 
I  akes  leading  standard  in  the  scales  of  fate  • 

And  more  than  nature  actuates  our  deeds.  ’ 
t  rcjtidice  m  some,  sham  morality  in  others 

BuTtfei?ai5i  h®aP.condemnation  on  my  head  • 

Bu  he  boldly  daring  shall  my  acts  applaud 

ul  twV010-  and  inT™e  acclamation; 

lands  that  have  in  pure  devotion  press’d 
Render, ng  forth  the  ‘acred,  holy  JJy  "  d’ 
lath  slam  the  mould  ofclmry  innocence 

Other’s, W1'PP  d  jealousy  affection  blind; 

from  motives  of  aggrandizement  and  interest 
The  grasp  of  might,  or  still  more  frailer  vanbv 
Have  so  abused  humanity,  and  set 
IJpon  their  names  eternal  infamy. 

That  every  age .impartial  or  unjust, 

i  heir  acts  will  deserrato  •  i  i , 

When  fortunate  conclusion^"’'  ’mPU'8e  b'8me- 
Repays  ulterior  wrong,  vice  then  becomes  an  agent 
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Of  thrift  and  gain.  Vice  seems  our  primitive  inheritance, 
For  how  many,  Hush’d  with  all  that  wealth  can  give, 

Or  ideal  imaginings  fondly  hope  for, 

Have  stamped  themselves  base  and  opprobrious ! 

If  vice  is  not  hereditary — which  goodly  sons, 

From  vicious  sires  springing,  disapproves — 

We  must  conceive  it. 

Conceived  or  born  with  us,  it  matters  not, 

So,  by  its  possession,  we  may  gain  and  thrive. 

Were  I  honest,  I  should  say, 

O  that  men’s  hearts  were  painted  on  their  faces ! 

Their  thoughts  upon  their  tongues  !  except 
When  private  necessity  demands  disguise, 

To  hide  from  the  world  what  it  concerns  not. 

Farewell,  all  apostrophe  ! 

I’ll  pass  aside  the  boldest  barriers  neglected, 

Not  comment  on  their  qualities  or  aspect. 

Let  circumstance,  whatever  be  its  changes, 

Progress  as  ’tis  ordained ;  whilst  my  soul,  free, 

Absolved  by  chance,  that  doeth  deeds  of  terror, 

Lacking  their  doing,  lacks  also  the  remorse, 

On  fearful  acts,  like  hideous  ghosts  attending. 

I  will ; 

And,  what  I  will,  shall  not  be  foreshadowed 
By  any  loose  observances. 

Enter  Carrizi. 

How,  now  my  stars 
Serve  to  guide  more  cold  followers 

Than  fortune  favours  giveth.  Does  the  King  sigh  for  me 
Must  I,  ere  I  can  breathe  farewell, 

Give  a  new  greeting  to  his  presence? 

Carri.— The  King,  indeed, 

Holds  you  most  nearly ;  and  his  kindness  is 
The  spring  that  teems  with  benefits  for  thee. 

Rich. — This  knave  suck’d  flattery, 

E’en  with  his  milk  or  language.  [ff-sicfe.] 

Carri. — Thou  art  indeed  a  prodigy 
In  things  divine,  and  legislature,  too. 

Rich. — Tush !  Such  sentences 
Are  welcome  only  to  the  shallow,  vain 
Men  of  life,  as  toys,  regard  them  not. 

Though  I  would  be  praised— 

Yea,  lifted  to  the  skies— by  glory’s  hand, 

Still  would  I  banish  hirelings’  conceits, 

Like  they  who  love  more  to  be  thought  great, 

Than  told  so. 

Carri. — And  I  may  speak? 

Rich.— H  you  can,  without  lying. 
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I  excuse  your  gentle,  modest  blushes ; 

1  our  years  demand  such  kindness. 

1  hou  dst  cog  to  a  new-born  infant, 

And  worship  folly,  were  its  habiliments 
1  hose  from  gold  or  tawdry  splendour  shapen  ; 

1  hou  canst  not  speak  without  a  gesture  of  servility. 

Relieve  me,  that  mincing  bates  the  man, 

And  to  a  fawning  cur  his  form  converts. 

I  he  King  desires  my  presence  ? 

('arri. — He  does. 

/tVc/i.—Brief,  and  manly!  I  come  anon, 
nut  that  I  know  the  vice  is  rooted  in  you 
I  would  advise.  J  ’ 

Hear  this,  and  not,  as  the  reckless  kill-care 
Spurn  all  direction,  save  thy  own  self-will ;  ’ 
lie  bold,  but  entertain  a  deference 
Sor  seem  a  dolt,  whose  wisdom 

WM  .th.u  n“,m?  of  *»atters,  not  their  meanings; 

itiiout  the  slightest  shadow  of  presumption 
Insinuate  yourself  in  every  breast, 

And  so  act  and  speak,  that  lie  or  subterfuge 
May  not  be  needed  togloze  o’er  a  slip, 

In  verbal  conference  or  in  actual  deed. 

I  mfty  advice  is  good  for  old  and  young, 

>V  hen  it  amends  the  foibles  of  either. 

Car-ri.—A  good  after  dinner  lesson.  \ aside  1. 
then. — Hence  !  J 

CRZh  '~T*C  g°ds  be.tbanked !  I’ve  plagued  him.  [ exit  1. 

Fnrt^lr~n  r,l 6  S  jU!  18  ,bou£ht  with  a  coin  of  honour, 

"V  ^  a\°  br,b?d  and  ^°°led  by  oily  tongues ; 

For  gifts emiCal — e very  knave  catches  the  disorder. 

Worth  may  plead  its  rights  with  eloquence,  and  yet 
He  crossed  and  slighted,  for  greater  richer  largess, 
fainted  ones  with  cunning  labour  plav, 

And  gam  their  wishes  free  and  unopposed. 

|ut  soft;  I  must  not  from  the  great  theme 
lie  led  away  by  abstract  reasonings. 

1  he  king’s  in  court? 

O,  would  it  were,  that  hot  succeeding,  hell 

?ZTS  h(;reditary  0,1  damned  creatures 
Come  chance  s  offsprings; 

Tlie  dire  iMuba  waiting  0’n  mish 

Timt  lot-1, kc  falls  to  failing  enterprises. 

li>e  ye  ,  my  resolution  is  not  moved  » 

As  scruples  breed,  they  die  * 

When  passion  storms  within  the  human  breast 
In  van,  for  mastery  each  feeling  tries, 

1  nature,  weakened  in  the  fierce  turmoil 
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Of  mental  warfare,  sinks  obedient  down 
To  the  victorious  impulse,  to  clamorous  remorse. 

As  the  flint  shore,  on  which  the  white  surge  plays, 

I’m  deaf  and  senseless;  then  brain,  conjure  up 
Pale  images  of  horror,  nurse  base  fancies, 

As  matrons  fold  unto  their  fostering  bosoms 

The  unknowing  infant;  make  rigid  the  very  chords 

That  bind  my  heart,  scarce  let  life 

Give  them  vibrative  motion — the  king  must  fall! 

Then,  Louis,  shine  thou,  whilst  thou  hast  the  chance, 

The  day  will  come  when  I  am  king  of  France!  [ exeunt J. 

Scene  II. — The  Court ,  the  King  enthroned ,  Cakrizi  and  Aleni 
on  his  right ,  Baradass  to  his  right ,  Nobles ,  Sfc. 

King. — Cease,  minstrels. 

Carri. — Aleni. 

Aleni. — Whist,  I  come.  [  Aside ;  crosses  to  Carrizi ]. 

King. — All  thoughts  of  state-wove  matters, 

And  points  of  government  awhile  made  safe 
In  sheathed  neglect ;  the  land  resolved  to  order  ; 

Each  jocund  bosom  bent  on  happiness, 

Let  us  with  mirth 

And  fellowship,  co-equalling  all  degrees, 

Mingle  as  one,  whilst  kindling  kindness, 

Vast  as  unbounded  Phcebus, 

Glows  in  the  breast,  and  plays  within  the  eye 
With  rays  symbolic  of  the  soul’s  content. 

Let  the  ungloved  hand — though  with  war 
Or  natural  roughness  it  mayhap  be  hardened — 

Take  each  a  fellow,  for  this  blest  day 
A  thrifty  spouse  ;  it  is  a  marriage  happy 
When  pleasure  wived,  and  to  desert  is  bound, 

Makes  to  Hymenial  censors  a  mock  sacrifice. 

The  bustling  action  of  the  public  cause 
Shall  not  intrude  upon  our  presence  here ; 

One  thought  unpleasant,  or  one  scene  which  any 
Might  wish  were  absent,  that  our  harmonies 
Should  not  by  harsh  discordance  be  distort. 

Up,  minstrels,  rouse  your  melodies!  [music]. 

Bara. — And  may  you,  royal  sovereign,  ever 
Feel  the  serenity  your  wisdom  breeds — 

Nor  knave  to  mar  it. 

King. — I’m  too  much  loved: 

Not  for  my  w’orth. 

Carri. — Your  worth,  indeed,  my  lord. 

King.—  Would  it  were. 

Bara. — With  all  the  smilings  of  deceptive  peace 
'There  may  beneath  its  even  surface  lurk 
Rebellious  clamour  and  confusion  !  the  sky 
Wears  not  so  fair  a  mask  and  aspect 
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As  when  a  storm  it  doth  prelude — 
in  dire  convulsion  plunging  air  and  sea, 

The  murderer  proverbially  looketh  serenest 
W  hen  into  his  victim’s  breast  he  darts 
The  coward  steel ;  yea,  the  slothl'ul  calm, 

Which  sometimes  overawes  the  ocean  fierce, 

Is  more  than  the  tempest  to  be  feared. 

In  the  bosom  of  many  kingdoms, 

Though  the  obliarchy  of  its  soil 
May  bask,  as  t  were  in  plentitude 
Of  wealth,  and  fruitful  grain,  there  oft 
Engenders  spirits  turbulent,  who  brood  alone 
In  discontent  upon  imagined  wrongs, 

And,  seeking  to  revenge  them,  dash 
Their  native  country  into  fragments  ;  lost 
For  ages  to  progression,  ’whelmed  in  ruin, 

It*  growth  to  fume  retarded,  lives  to  mourn 
The  rashness  of  her  own,  yet  bastard  sons  ! 

King. — What  mean  you? 

liara. — Nought  of  present  moment; 

But,  my  liege,  1  do  not  think  it  wise 
To  think  those  friends  who  profess  their  love 
The  most  and  strongest. 

King.  How  else  can  we  judge  of  friendship, 

If  not  by  its  fire  and  warmth, 

We  may  make  estimate? 

Bara. — The  very  name  of  friend 
Oft  serves  to  hide  the  damnest  wickedness 
And  evil  machinations  !  Did  not  Arden  of  Feversham 
1  crish  in  his  too-conceited  faith 
Of  hellish  Mosby?  and  how  many  proofs, 
f  rom  private  knowledge,  and  far-spread  history, 

Might  now  be  added  to  attest 

Those  that  swore  soundest  truth  have  been 

The  first  to  break  their  trust? 

A  mg.  ^  ou  re  too  officious,  too  officious,  Baradass 
Weedless,  a  lacquey’s  enthusiasm  is  stamped 
As  sham  devotion  ;  a  mincing  serfishness 
May  fit  a  slave  who  to  his  master’s  foot 
I  laces  the  fawning  lip  when  some  coveted  favour 

Bids  him  put  on  dissimulation  to  obtain  it _ 

But  not  a  courtier.  O  there  are  some 

I  hat  melt  themselves  into  obscurity 

And  seem  as  little  that  but  to  feed 

Superior's  vanity;  but  know,  I’d  have  ye  well. 

ihe  delineation  of  a  monarch  never 

Gives  beggars'  heights  an  inch ;  nor  does  praise, 

Though  e  er  so  richly  tempered  be  its  soil, 

'  hen  wantonly  sown,  bring  forth  a  leaf 
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To  add  to  merit.  Over  industrious  hands 
Are  often  hasty  and  unrequired  meddlers. 

Tis  in  season  that  all  things  are  done 
By  the  politic  ;  the  wild  and  madly  impetuous 
Strike  and  retrieve  not;  wisdom  is  mine. 

Were  my  goodly  land 

Infest  with  traitors — exiles,  that  fired 

My  countrymen  with  misled  zeal 

In  their  behalf;  or  did  with  curish  oppression 

Grind  them  with  want  to  tleshless  skeletons ; 

Or  of  a  single  necessity  deprive  them, 

Then  were  a  reason  and  a  cause  for  ’plaint : 

And  perhaps  opposition  unto  my  princely  power, 
Which  seeks  more  to  exalt  than  subjugate 
My  free-born  people  :  suspicion  creates  unquietness, 
As  well  as  danger,  and  when  danger  comes, 

Fight  for  the  difference,  a  double  grief. 

Thus  dies,  the  grief  of  apprehension, 

And  what  it  teems  with  at  conclusion 
If  its  surmise  be  real,  in  times  of  peace 
To  breed  expectance  of  evils  untoward 
Is  trebly  base,  were  thy  fault  in  others 
Thus  so  to  charge  frail  agencies  unknown, 

They  should  suffer  as  it  were  a  sin 
Of  magnitude ;  but  in  thee,  Baradass, 

’Tis  measured  as  an  arrow  overfraught 
By  love  to  me  ;  our  tried  adherents 
Alone  surround  us;  are  not  our  laws 
Formed  in  the  very  mould  of  gentleness, 

Composed,  indeed,  entire  of  leniency, 

Combined  with  wisdom,  ductile,  ever  ready 
To  right  the  wronged,  and  set  fair  face 
On  foulest  matters?  Are  not  our  stores 
Laden  with  home  and  foreign  merchandize, 

Whilst  thick  is  piled  prodigious  works 
Of  manual  labour,  art,  or  lofty  talent, 

Dug  from  the  invention’s  full,  exhaustless  mine  ? 
Plenty  gorges  our  wide  and  swelling  ports, 
Superabundance  rears  upon  the  land 
Her  auburn  crest  to  kiss  the  parent  skies ! 

Does  not  each  man  of  applicative  dint 
That  seeks  prosperity,  rich  thereby  thrive  ? 

Even  fickle  opinion,  that  often  sets 
On  happy  soils  a  curse  of  martyr’d  blood 
By  the  cold,  cursed  hand  of  orderless  confusion. 
Upturning  ever  social  habitation 
In  which  conjugal  love  and  pleasure  dwelt, 

From  half  her  flimsy  fancies  and  conjectures, 

Bereft,  lies  in  the  bosom  unexpress’d 
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Except  in  plandits  of  the  general  weal, 

Which  never  looked  so  well  and  smiling, 

Since  from  the  womb  of  broken  kingdoms 
These  shores  were  bred  and  gratefully  delivered  ! 
Have  not  our  merchantmen  success  of  trade, 

Our  humble  artizans  good  patronage, 

W  hiles  not  a  daring  adventurer  sets  up, 
ith  but  the  vaguest  prospect  of  success, 

Hut  meets  with  favour  ?  Thus  far  I’ve  spoken ; 
And  it  was  needed,  for  in  your  glance 
I  read  thy  soul  which  told  to  me 
Ihy  words  were  dangerous  ones,  not  utter’d 
As  advice  and  caution  is  on  human  frailitv, 

For  private  instruction  and  for  private  hearing. 
Bara. — Misled  suggestion  ! 

Carri. — Oh,  my  liege ! 

Tht  immediate  source  and  spring  of  peace 
And  pearly  truth  is  thine  own  lips  • 

Thine  the  voice  * 

To  teach  mankind,  and  to  reform 

The  abuse  of  faded  ages;  thine  tlie  powerful  hand 

Jo  lift  a  weighty  measure  o’er  the  brink 

Ot  opposition,  and  place  it  down  again 

Jn  safety  ;  thine  the  heavenly  spirit, 

When  civil  fury  roars  like  raging  streams, 

Jo  soothe  it,  and  with  annihilative  power, 

Such  as  the  wondrous  composition  owns,  * 

Whose  potent  breath  a  stifling  veil  exudes, 
■Encircling  round  the  fellest  conflagration 
Io  quench  it  utterly,  like  dew  to  flowers 
Iny  kindness  is  to  us  ;  and,  as  the  verdure 
Lives  on  the  teeming  influence  of  the  sun 
So  w"e  exist  or  perish  on 
Thy  genial  influence. 

Aleni. — Being  as  this  is 
But  the  poor  prologue  to  our  festival, 

A  thief  to  steal  obstrusive  time  away 

I;,1!!-. 1)rief,  panegyric  upon  thy  merits 
>'  ill  not  be  deemed  intrusive. 

Aim?. —When  pride  breeds  not  vanity, 

Those  praising  us  often  in  our  breasts  create 
Ihat  feeling  once  unknown,  and  being  passed  off, 
Exposes  the  haver  to  contempt  and  scorn. 

Sn  bett°r  than  thee  art  fit  ^  govern, 

So  effectual  and  great  are  your  abilities.  8 

hwg.  No  king  could  rule  a  better  people. 

A  cm.  No  people  own  a  wiser  dignitary 

Cflrrn.— Heaven  preserve  your  majestv. 

A  our  devotions  shall  be  requited 
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With  gifts  and  honours,  and  shall  rest 
Upon  your  backs  in  envious  magnitude — 

Heavily  but  not  warily. 

Bara. — Sick’ning  parasites  !  Were  he  to  deprive 
Your  fattened  coffers  of  a  single  doit, 

Thou’dst  load  his  name  with  calumny, 

Where  now,  with  shallow  adulation, 

Ye  season  it;  yea,  damn,  blaspheme  his  soul. 

Knaves!  serpents!  fawn  on ;  but  ye  will,  beneath  his  wrath, 
Some  day  sink  down  and  perish  ; 

Yea,  crumble  as  hardened  mountains  do 
By  time  moth-eaten  !  [aside. ~\ 

Carri. —  May  ye  live,  my  sovereign, 

As  bass-relief  projecting  from  Fame’s  temple, 

An  image  to  ail  kings. 

Bara. —  [ash/e.] — Adders!  serpents!  snakes!  not  men! 
Flattering  cozeners!  patterns  of  deceit  and  baseness  ! 

Of  all  men’s  vices  hypocrisy  takes  head 
In  the  cursed  legion,  to  guard  against  it. 

Suspicion’s  eye  should  never  be  at  rest, 

Nor  careless  word,  or  trivial  action  be 
Without  its  shield.  Things  are  made  to  bear 
As  many  meanings  as  the  chameleon 
Hath  hues,  when  their  adversaries  would, 

From  an  harmless  thought  or  heedless  utterance, 

Breed  spleen  and  mischief.  These  base-got  hirelings, 

Born  but  to  slander  nature’s  loveliness, 

Would  flatter  devils;  yea,  give  a  laurel 
Unto  the  hand  that  chastised  them  the  most. 

They  know  full  well  the  king’s  prevailing  weakness, 
Irresolution  and  credulity,  confidence  and  distrust ; 

For  his  whole  system’s  made  of  opposites. 

Caution  will  never  make  him  wary, 

Until  the  polished  knife  glides  o’er  his  throat ; 

And  then,  amazed,  he’ll  start,  and  wonder 
What  damn’d  complots,  vile  knaves,  doth  project, 

And,  in  their  desperate  villainy,  can  do! 

Then  querying  on  mankind,  their  vices,  frailitie3, 

End  his  contemplative  ruminations 

With  this  acclamation,  which  children  know  the  truth  of — 
How  false  are  mortals,  erring  are  their  ways.” 

Carri. — [aside,  to  Aleni.)  Baradass  is  at  prayer. 

Aleni.  —Blaspheming  his  creed,  [aside,  to  Carrizi ]. 

Bara. — So  subtle  are  these  dissembling  hinds, 

A  man  observant  of  the  world  and  life 
May  be  beguiled.  I  note  them  all ; 

Not  from  a  spleenive  bitterness  of  spirit, 

But  from  sheer  loathing.  Richelieu,  too,  I  like  not. 

He  hath  a  mind  designing  in  imagination  ; 
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Quick  as  the  heron  when  she  darts 
Upon  her  fated  quary.  At  a  gaze 
He  views  the  signification  of  all  matters 
And  with  a  comprehensive  soul, 

The  world  surveys,  he  calculates  a  whole 
Whilst  fractional  parts  some  petty  minds 
Absorb  entirely,  this  wily  knowledge  resting 
Within  his  brain,  makes  me  suspect. 

That  in  one  is  dangerous 

Which  in  another  is  devoid  of  harm  ; 

They  may  be  applied  to  treasonous  uses, 

I  will  not 

As  some  do  miss  my  aim  of  all 
By  making  in  what  concerns  me  nothing, 

Meddling  interference,  for  him  his  pretexts 
The  time  itself  will,  perchance,  unravel. 

King. — Memory  is  the  steward  of  the  past, 

And  Richelieu  must  not  be  forgotten. 

Friendship  holds  him  to  my  heart 
In  the  strong  embrace  of  esteem, 

Which  doth  essay  to  show  him  reverence, 

But  fails,  except  in  worthless,  unloved  favour. 

His  modesty  bids  him  fly  from  the  world; 

Nor  can  alluring  gauds  lead  him  away 
From  paths  of  holiness  and  repose  divine. 

He  to  me  is  an  ubiquitous  bosom, 

A  second  breast,  wherein  is  casketed 
My  thrift  and  weal ;  separate  our  hearts 
In  earthly  residence,  yet  one  in  love. 

If  e’er  a  man 

Soars  on  the  wings  of  purity  to  heaven, 

With  graceful  passports,  signed  by  angel  hands, 

To  gain  free  entrance  in  the  eternal  home 
Of  seraphs,  ’tis  the  friend  I  name, 

Whose  virtues,  swelling  as  they  older  grow, 

Shall  spread  by  imitation.  He  is  one  of  the  scarce  few 
Who  know  their  own  worth,  nor  yet  presume 
Upon  its  having  vainly.  Second  in  the  state, 
hirst  as  the  haver  of  legislative  wisdom, 

Sound  constancy,  true  honour,  fidelity,  and  faith  : 

And  when  your  envoys  weigh  his  greatness, 

Measure  also  his  glowing  virtues, 

And  so  revere  him  more. 

Bara. — Oh,  sapient  hell,  that  folly  should  be  blind 
W  hilst  merest  reason  scans  the  gauzed  web 
Of  rank  deceit,  and  plain  as  stars  or  eky 
Observes  the  scenes  behind  it.  My  heart  be  dumb. 

And  make  your  crimson  caves  a  hecatomb 

To  bury  rising  thoughts !  My  noble,  honour’d  liege, 
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I  ne’er  was  one  that  so  disvalued  time 
As  on  things  indifferent  to  waste  it ; 

Nor  pile  the  fancies  I  would  present 

In  robes  of  words  that  should  their  sense  display, 

Yet  masks  them  in  confusion. 

King. — Thou  wouldst  say  something.  My  time  is  free  ground 
to  thee, 

Thou  canst  not  trespass  on  it. 

liaru. — I  know  full  well  that  men, 

Impugning  the  honour  of  those  neur  allied 
To  them,  or  their  superiors,  oft  gain 
The  names  of  calumniating  slanderers, 

When  honesty  their  tongues  to  speak 

I)o  prompt  alone.  But  in  my  pure  principle 

1  stand  redoubt  to  all  malevolence, 

Which  adverse  foes  may  in  rage  cast  forth 
To  poison  or  endanger  !  I  will  speak  my  time, 

And  scorn  the  thunder  that  vibrates  above, 

Shaking  the  basement  of  the  revolving  globe, 

Though  it  should  strive  to  drown  my  voice 
Within  the  unfathom’d  waters  of  its  wrath  ; 

Or  with  its  lightnings  outflame  the  fire 
That  darts  indignant  from  my  flashing  eye, 

Inflexible!  Oh,  my  good  liege, 

Beware  of  Richelieu,  beware  his  fawning  kindness, 

And  rate  his  new-sworn  oaths  of  true  allegiance 
As  steps  to  tread  upon  thy  kingly  form. 

His  friendship’s  hollow,  and  his  hate  is  milder 
Than  all  his  flatter’d  sensitiveness  of  love, 

Express’d  in  supple,  serfish  adoration. 

Think  not  I  speak  from  envy,  spleen,  or  malice; 

Within  my  soul  they  breed  not  with  a  cause, 

Much  less  without  one.  To  pluck  a  proof 
From  what  perverse  reason  might  advance 
As  its  upholder,  note  his  port,  his  arrogance, 

The  self-assumed  authority  he  robes  in, 

When  executing  what  ye,  my  liege,  ordain  ; 

As  if  no  spring  for  what  he  did 
Gave  to  his  secondary  force 
A  power  to  act.  Observe  the  swell  of  pride 
Which  heaves  his  breast  whene’er  a  great  assembly 
Triumphs  of  greatness  that  provokes  ambition ; 

Scenes  that  excite  the  longing,  eager  soul, 

If  not  to  seize,  at  least  to  emulate, 

The  gorgeous  splendours  that  surround  it, 

Fie  doth  preside.  Observe  the  austere  bearing 
W'hen,  like  an  oracle,  he  doth  advise. 

Full  from  his  gaze  darts  the  flashing  beam, 

Whose  rays  majestic  dazzle,  while  they  blend 
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With  assumptive  dignity  imperial  might, 

Awe  striking  the  low  and  abject  race 
W  hich  those  beneath  him  seem  !  Subject  man, 
Drawn  into  bondage  by  his  lordliness, 

Bends  down  to  his  authority  obedient, 

Nor  dares  to  question  what  they  should  despise, 
And  with  humiliation,  low  degrade. 

Those  by  right 

Of  un mock’d  virtue  do  soar  above  him, 

To  glory,  hereditary  heirs,  mark’d  by  distinction 
As  objects  fit  to  own  the  immortal  meed 
Of  praise,  which  time  bestows  on  all  deservers  ; 
Like  lesser  lights,  o’erpower’d  by  the  sun, 

Are  veil’d  from  notice.  Men’s  wealth  and  havings, 
The  public  purse,  the  lands  of  noblemen, 

Whose  lineage  kept  for  generations 

'i  he  soil  which  bred  their  ancestors,  and  nursed 

Like  helpless  infants,  their  growing  race, 

lie,  like  a  forest  robber,  rends 

Their  estates  away,  and  their  persons  too, 

If  crying  out  upon  the  gross  abuse 

Doth  likewise  suffer ;  and  this  unknown  to  thee, 

Or  to  the  courts  judicial.  The  very  press, 

The  national  tongue,  and  organ  of  the  brain 
That  guides  a  nation,  and  comments  upon 
Kach  small  minutiae  of  the  people’s  grief, 

Is  choked,  stopped,  or  most  corruptly  bribed 
By  cursed  decrees  that  justice  cannot  chide, 

But  misplaced  power  suggests  it  traitorous, 

And  this  by  our  good,  holy  Cardinal? 

I  he  devout  priest!  the  royal  favourite! 

The  country’s  bane!  this  zealous  ehampion 
Of  freedom,  liberty,  the  rights  of  all, 

And,  ns  far  as  words  go,  of  staunch  honesty  ! 

His  tender  grace, 

For  grace  he  has  enough  to  hide  his  villainy 
In  robes  that  none  but  sceptical  suspicion 
Would  dare  to  pry  beneath,  protects  his  kind ; 

A  cassock’d  crew  of  hateful  hypocrites, 

Who  cozen  charity, 

The  very  dew  that  doth  replenish  joy, 

And  adds  a  bloom  to  wither’d  wretchedness, 

Flying  the  generosity  of  departing  ghosts, 

For  mammon  !  O  that  some  other  channel 
Than  mouths  of  base  dastard  priests  ; 

Some  passage  clear  and  holy  were, 

The  current  of  divine  express  to  hold 
To  ears  of  the  ignorant  and  untutor’d, 

Its  current  pure.  Nature  is  barbarised  by  monsters 
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That  make  her  beauties  fearful,  things  sacred 
That  call  for  deference  and  veneration, 

Thus  becomes  scorned,  the  poor  soul  goaded 
By  such  oppressions  unkennels  anarchy, 

Who,  panting  for  destruction,  feeds  at  last 
On  death  and  massacres,  grim  ages  come 
As  those  o’er  Albion  in  confusion  hanging. 

To  Romanized  splendours,  successors  blasting 
In  Mary’s  time;  so  doth  ignorance  and  confusion 
Dominion  keep,  till  nobler  impulses  impart 
To  man  their  primitive  energy  and  pride, 

And  shaking  off  the  foul  and  clinging  Nessus 
In  all  his  independance  freshly  stands 
With  power  to  think,  to  reason,  and  disclose 
Those  thoughts  before  by  monkish  manners  barr’d. 

King. — Friendship,  thou  sacred  bond  of  truth, 
Conventicle  of  undissimulated  love 
Save  when  treachery  to  her  use  applies 
The  noble  feeling,  sweet  and  gracious  armistice, 
Whose  power  maintains  affection,  and  to  man 
Gives  the  sincerity  of  godlier  creatures. 

Fancies  burning  fuel, 

That  often  cracks  the  very  mould  of  thought, 

And  ruinises  mighty  mental  tabrics, 

Cannot  produce  from  sentiment  new  born 
One  quality  so  dear  as  when  ’tis  needed  ; 

No  foe  so  base,  if  bent  upon  deceit. 

Misguided  trust,  wisdom  deluded,  judgment  led  away 
By  fair  contour,  exterior  integrity 
Instead  of  seraphs  to  our  confidence  binds 
Invidious  fiends;  that  circle  alone  by  love  created 
Should  live  for  ever,  the  link  by  force  new  forged 
Breaks  like  a  thread,  and  thou,  to  prove  the  proverb, 
Turns  ingrate  on  your  dearest  near  allies, 

As  the  coward  does  let  fly  his  shafts. 

When  his  unconscious  victim  knows  it  not, 

So  dost  thou  level  at  my  valued  friend; 

With  violating  falsehoods,  charging  him,  who  now', 

In  absence  is  unarmed  and  undefended. 

An  innocent  object  is  seized, 

As  ravens  seize  and  devour  trail  birds; 

By  thy  temerity,  attacking  him  unscrupulously 
As  common  brawlers  who  in  tapster  s  bars 
Rangle  with  each  other. 

Bara. — His  vicious  nature,  f 

Disguised  as  twerc  bene&th  the  dove  s  sott  plume, 
And  damask  smoothness,  you  cannot  pierce  ; 

For  him  ’tis  well,  but  to  you  most  ill. 

ATh^. — Shall  ties  of  love 
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^  hich  God  himself  doth  own  as  good, 

By  accusing  knaves  be  broken?  go,  Baradass, 
To  banishment,  and  if  you  value  life, 

Upon  my  kingdom  tread  thou  never  more, 

Or  death  the  act  awaits. 

Bara. — I  flinch  not  from  it, 

Death  I  dread  not  half  so  much 
As  I  despise  contumely. 

King. — Go  thou  from  these  shores  then. 

Bara. — Willingly ;  if  going  hence 
Would  bear  your  griefs  and  dangers  too. 

King. — One  pestilence  in  thee 
W  ill  be  removed. 


Bara. — Angels  have  fallen,  I  know, 

But  ’tis  no  plea  that  man  in  evil 
Should  likewise  sin  ;  I  spoke  in  duty. 

King. — Malice,  not  duty ;  life  itself 
Kxists  to  perish  !  ’tis  no  marvel 
Jhy  reverence  should  die,  I  will  not  let 
My  state  be  made  a  mock,  myself  a  jest, 

And  this  my  gentle  country  a  home 

Tor  disaffected  creatures;  poison  were  invalid, 

It  lor  ever  in  its  primitive  state 
It  were  let  slumber;  your  fierce  rancourous  spirit 
'Vithin  thy  individual  breast  confined 
Shali  do  no  hurt,  corrupting  not  the  stream 
Of  politics  or  doctrines  of  the  fickle. 

Bara. — You  are  beguiled  in  Richelieu. 

Bing. — Hence,  caitiff! 

Bara.— .Who  dreads  thy  wrath?  more  fears 
Mv  sword  s  keen  anger. 

King. — Darest  thou  threaten  ? 

Bara, — Ay,  and  execute  ! 

King.  Knaves,  force  him  from  the  court; 

>Yho  reigns  o’er  France? 

_ ,^arrt'  ^  £°>  thou  kissest  the  cup 
I  hat  holds  thy  poison,  whets  the  blade 
j  o  slay  thyself,  more  would  I  say, 

But  that  advice  on  your  regardless  ears 
Is  cast  away  as  seeds  are 

Planted  on  flinty  rocks.  /  „  ,  , 

Carri.—Ws  Majesty  is  somewhat  hot  this  morn,  [to^leni 
A  lent.  He  storms,  and  then  to  calmness  subsides 
Even  in  a  breath,  [aside  to  Carrizil.  ’ 

Cam  —  1 ,8  treason  to  charge  a  rich  rouge, 

And  infamy  not  to  damn  a  poor  one.  [aside  J 

Amg.—Did  ye  desire  his  grace  the  Cardinal 
I o  greet  me  here? 

Carri.—l  did,  my  liege. 
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King. — He  is  a  sacred  man. 

Aleni  [aaide.]  Very. 

King. — He  studies  for  all  men’s  weal. 

Aleni. — After  he  has  taken  care  of  his  own.  [aside.] 

King. — To  doubt  his  honour. 

Aleni. — Twere  heresy,  [aside.] 

King. — We  are  blessed  with  him. 

Aleni. — If  Satan  can  give  us  absolution.  [a$ii/t\] 

King. —  He  comes. 

Enter  Richelieu. 

Ha,  Richelieu. 

/tick. — My  liege. 

King. — Thou’rt  chary  of  thy  person. 

Rick. — My  soul  inclines  to  solitude. 

King. — Indulge  your  meditations,  I’ve  banished  Baradass. 
Rick. — Baradass  banished  ! 

King. —  Indeed  so. 

Rick. — His  crime? 

King. — Impuning  you  of  treason. 

Rich. — No!  but  in  my  soul 
1  ’m  glad  of  this,  [aside.]  my  truth,  my  liege, 

Will  stand  all  slander. 

King. — It  will,  but  for  sport  or  hate 
Worth  ne’er  should  be  malign’d. 

Rich. — I’d  court  all  test. 

King. — Doubt  would  blush  to  charge  you. 

Rich. — To  heaven’s  great  care 
That  should  be  plauded,  and  not  my  desire 
To  be  thought  well  of. 

King. — Shall  we  to  dinner? 

Rick. — Go  thou  first,  my  liege. 

I’ll  come  anon,  this  banishing  of  Baradass 
Affects  the  land,  it  craves  my  rumination. 

King. — Farewell,  awhile.  [Exit  all  but  Richelieu.'] 

Rick. — Farewell,  my  liege.  Baradass,  banished ! 

The  way  before  me  is  clear  and  bright; 

And  yet  to  progress  I  trembling  fear. 

Though  tongueless  now,  will  my  acts, 

When  question’d  by  the  angels,  be  verbose. 

First  charge  me,  then  condemn.  I  dread 
Not  man,  but  the  wrath  of  God. 

By  usurpation  only  can  I  gain  the  crown, 

Not  mine  by  right; 

Dip  in  absolute  massacre,  and  murder, 

I  never  can  !  How  many  greater  than  myself 
Hath  stooped  to  awful  deeds,  to  win 
A  throne,  or  lesser  prize  !  Die,  thought ! 

By  dire  remorse  and  weak  misgiving  wrought, 

I  cannot  kill  my  friend,  the  generous  King, 
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Of  love,  rich  honours,  the  exhaustless  spring 
Then  fancy  fade,  and  breed  in  me  no  more 
ouch  hellish  dreams  no  fearful  act  of  yore 
In  terror  can  surpass.  I  will  not  do 
>>  hat  may  eternal  ’whelm  me  deep  in  woe. 

end  of  act  the  first. 


ACT  II. 

Scene  l.—Tfie  Outskirts  of  a  Forest ,  near  Paris. 

Enter  Baradass. 

Iiara.  When  Nature  made  man, 

Why  made  she  them  not  rogues,  or  fools? 

One  kind  exclusively  must  she  needs  tincture 
ur  compositions  with  ;  such  adverse  (jualities 
I  o  be  our  plagues  ;  Fate  making  a  lottery  of  life 
1  hat  whatsoever  prize  is  drawn 
Proves  hateful ;  for  a  fickle  day,  perchance, 
lhe  star  of  hope  its  meridian  attains, 

And  after  falling,  sinks  to  deeper  gloom  ; 

>V  bust  mankind, 

rhe  puppet  of  chance,  as  youth  is 

The  toy  of  woman,  dwells  on  fluctuating  bliss: 

nch,  felt,  subsides.  Oh  !  who  would  purchase 
A  lease  of  nature,  though  of  lengthened  Jpace 
I  he  course  of  its  duration  was  to  run, 

If  they  hut  conceived  the  countless  griefs 
,  ithm  that  league  impenetrably  closed. 

In  spirit, 

Though  boasting  not  abroad,  I  have  yet  a  taint 
something  noble,  courage,  vigour,  daring, 

Vouchsafed  by  all,  to  be  possess’d  of  tact,  ~ 

\  ise  reading,  politic,  public,  private  knowledge, 

And  own  that  independent  gift,  a  will 

Back  d  not  by  heedless  rashness,  but  discretion: 

1  et  am  subservient  to  a  regal  name, 

V  ested  in  shallow  Louis  as  a  King. 

Ere  I  d  lose  a  finger 

To  keep  a  churlish  imbecile  his  throne, 
d  give  my  head,  as  freely  as  a  mite, 

To  overthrow  him.  If  such  methods  prosper, 

O  man !  i  i  » 

Renounce  your  lofty  and  free-born  thoughts. 
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Give  to  the  fetter  thy  soul’s  free  action, 

Be  slaves  and  serfmen  all. 

Enter  Messenger. 

How  now  ? 

I*hou  art  a  courtier ;  what  news  dost  thou  bring  ? 

A/ess. — My  lord,  glad  tidings. 

Bara. — Not  to  me,  whate’er  they  are. 

Mess. —  Indeed,  my  lord  ! 

Bara. —  I  believe  thee  not;  there  is  apparent  in  thee 
Somewhat  of  candour  and  truth. 

Say,  wilt  journey  with  me  in  my  banishment? 

Mess. — Aye,  happily. 

Bara. — Thy  hand  ? 

Mess. — Be  not  too  sudden  in  conclusions. 

In  thy  banishment  I’ll  go  with  thee; 

But  not  away,  but  nearer  unto  France. 

Here  is  a  paper  written  by  the  King, 

In  which  he  doth  command  you  home, 

And  asks  excuse  for  all  his  follies  past, 

With  the  expressions  of  regret  conferring 
Still  richer  honours  on  your  valued  brow. 

Bara. — This  royal  shuttlecock — such  petty  spirits 
Can  men  of  soul  and  spirit  low  succumb  to? — 

His  half-penitent  weakness  is  more  vile 
Than  hate,  misled,  but  stern.  Take  this  cypher, 

And  give  it  to  his  majesty  ;  and  say, 

Anon  I  will  return.  [ Exit  Messenger .] 

He  bids  me  back  to  court, 

And  doubtless  with  caresses  will  welcome  me. 

Again  reduced  to  a  minion’s  meekness, 

Must  l  upon  his  phrenzies  blyly  fawn, 

Or,  loud  and  rebellious  against  them, 

Suffer  fresh  ignominy  for  my  witless  clamour. 

Now,  though  banish’d  from  the  soil 
Upon  whose  bosom  I  to  manhood  grew, 

And  reared  each  impulse  of  my  soul, 

I  am,  as  ’twere,  most  free,  nor  feel 
The  subjugation  of  a  boyish  prince, 

And  die,  as  I  have  lived,  a  thing  o’erawed, 

By  the  weak  form,  a  thrust  of  my  sword 
From  power,  kingdom,  life,  would  for  ever 
Veil  and  obliterate.  Hath  not  men,  ’ere  now’, 

Like  prodigies  of  patriotical  valour, 

Ventured  their  heads  for  their  country's  sake, 

And,  in  the  end,  been  victors?  Their  example 
I’ll  take  unto  myself,  and,  at  fitter  season, 

Study  how,  with  security  and  ease, 

The  King  may  be  o’erthrown, 


L Exit.] 
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Scene  II. — A  Street. 

Enter  Aleni  and  Carrizi,  meeting  each  other. 

Aleni. — Well  met ;  how  goes  it  with  you  ? 

Carri. — Out !  out ! 

Most  sorrily. 

Aleni. — The  cause  ? 

Carri. — Why,  flattery,  that  steaded  me  ever 
In  all  adventurous  exploits,  when  seeking, 

Like  a  pilgrim  bound  to  Juggernaut, 

Gems  of  grace  and  beauty,  quite  fails  me  now. 

Aleni. — What!  grown  honest? 

Carri. — The  gods  forbid !  * 

Aleni. — What  then  ? 

Carri. — Why,  fools  made  such  by  nature 
Are  being  unmade  by  man,  and  fairly  gifted 
With  wisdom,  penetration,  wise  discretion, 

Grow  prudent. 

Aleni. — The  heavens  forfend  ! 

Carri. — ’Tis,  sooth.  Villainy, 

That  should  o’ercome  and  mislead,  beguile  them. 

Men  pierce  quite  through, 

Aleni. — We  must  fain  hang  ourselves. 

Is  there  any  news  abroad? 

Carri. — Nought,  save  the  return  of  Baradass 
To  court,  and  perhaps  to  power. 

Aleni. — Then  his  coming  writes  our  downfall. 

Carri. — The  court  is  sore  acquaint  with  our  hypocrisy. 
I’ll  fly  the  land. 

Aleni. — Nay,  stay  and  brave  it  out. 

Beneath  the  glance  of  Richelieu,  the  Premier 
Must  bend,  and  that  shall  he  our  shelter. 

Carri. — Swear  that  his  blood  is  ancient, 

His  form  noble,  his  soul  expansive, 

His  wife  is  lovely;  children,  if  he  hath  any, 

Are  handsomer  than  bright  cherubims, 

Though  they  are  stunted  lumps  of  grim  deformity. 

Aleni. — That  cozenage 
Will  bait  him  not. 

Carri. — The  king? 

Aleni. — Flattery  fattens  upon  him  ;  hut,  like  physic, 
That  for  a  lengthened  period  hath  been  ta’en, 

Until  its  virtues,  oft  applied,  do  fail. 

(  arri. —  \\  e  shall  be  starved  for  want  of  trade. 

I  11  become  penitent,  and  seek  grace. 

Aleni. — Long  e’er  you  find  it. 

Carri.  1  o  turn  aside  the  dull  tide  of  converse, 

I’ll  tell  thee,  Aleni,  verily  I’m  in  love. 
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Aleni. — Thou  ? 

Carri. — Me!  ay,  me.  Cannot  a  man  of  thirty — 
Aleni. — Multiplied  by  two,  thou  art  sixty,  Carrizi. 
No!  do  it  less. 

Carri. — Wouldst  rise  my  choler? 

Aleni. — Not  so;  lessen  your  folly. 

Carri. —  I  have  a  good  sword! 

Aleni. — But  a  withered  arm. 

Carri. — By  mine  honour — 

Aleni. — Dishonour.  VVrhy,  you  yellow  crab  ! 

You  husk  !  you  shell  !  you  peeling  rind — 

You  gentian  root — you  sprig  of  bitter  aloes! 

Make  love!  Thou  shoulust  be  whipp’d  for  an  ass, 
And  by  your  dupes. 

Carri. — And  thou  hanged  for  a  fool. 

Aleni. — From  this  same  hour  I’ll  make  that  rogue 
A  butt  of  all  my  gibings  and  my  jests — 

Of  him  at  every  turn  exciting  ridicule. 

And  that  in  public,  too;  for  oft  shame 
Sinks  deeper  in  the  bosom  when  exposed, 

The  censured  error  is  to  anger  bared, 

Than  when  the  admonitive  castigation 
At  private  time  and  private  place  is  whispered. 


[Exit.] 


[ Exit.'] 


Scene  III. — The  Court;  a  banquet  spread. 
Richelieu,  the  Kino,  and  Nobles  assembled. 

King. — When  powerful  care  demands  our  tears  awhile. 
Then  we  should  shed  the  waters  of  their  grief; 

And  not  in  an  hour  of  mirth  and  joy 
With  sombre  clouds  the  pearly  brows  invest. 

Life  is  too  short  to  spare  a  moment  on,  an 
Undue  sorrow.  The  history  of  our  fates 
Is  but  the  chronicle  of  an  instant’s  action. 

E’er  the  eye  of  imagination 

Can  look  within  itself,  and  behold 

The  lines  of  destiny  in  prescience  writ, 

Thought,  fancy,  body,  e’en  the  spirit  itself, 

Fades  off  like  soft  dissolving  views, 

And  dies  away  for  ever. 

Rich. — O  wise  king ! 

King. — One  power  superlative, 

In  every  event  and  trying  situation, 

Guides  and  directs  the  poor  wayfarer,  man. 

The  issue  doubtful,  and  'tis  a  gross  abuse 
Of  heaven’s  auspicious  will  and  mandates 
To  breed  impatient  passions  of  our  own, 
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And  thence  the  current  of  the  fates  high  will. 

The  law  of  God,  like  ridge-impeded  streams, 

Crooked,  turn  away !  Therefore,  that  breast 
Who  hath  no  actual  spring  of  living  woe, 

Pining  in  seeming  bitterness,  should  sulier 
A  tenfold  agony. 

Pleasure,  when  restricted  by  a  thought 
Which  breeds  a  discontent  or  worser  pang, 

Is  robb’d  of  half  its  fragrance  and  perfume. 

The  mind  and  body, 

If  cherished  not  by  ease’s  cheerful  sun, 

Oppress'd  and  yoked  with  troublous  labour, 

Soon  withereth.  Come,  Richelieu  ;  and  while  the  minstrels 
Exude  their  melody,  let  us  converse 
Of  things  whose  evil  genius,  o’ermaster’d, 

Lies  helpless,  harmless. 

Rich. — Happily,  my  liege. 

King. — How  goes  the  treaty  with  the  Netherlands? 

Rich. — To  our  best  advantage. 

Policy  and  well-timed  application. 

In  peace  at  home,  or  awe  of  enemies, 

The  soul  and  substance  of  true  legislature, 

More  so  than  all  bloody  arbitration 

Which  war  outrangles,  wild  with  crimson  swords, 

The  jarring  litigation  of  a  host 
Of  half-learned  statesmen— men  whose  souls 
But  breed  confusion  in  plain  politics, 

And  flagelates  fair  rhetoric,  and  drowns 
With  multitudinous  sentences  the  strain 
Of  eloquence  which,  as  an  aspiration,  may 
From  their  misguided  lips  like  wonders  flow. 

Is  wisest. 

[Page  sm^rs] 

A  pearly  sprite,  on  a  lofty  cloud 

Sat  throned,  and  her  tongue,  with  pride, 

To  the  hoarse  wild  winds  murmur’d  loud, 

I’ll  be  queen  of  land  and  tide, 

A  gnome  in  the  ocean’s  sable  cell, 

Where  doom’d  mariners  wail 
The  waters  ruled  with  wand  and  spell, 

Beneath  the  sweet  moon  pale. 

King. — But  look  !  our  dearest  friend, 

Baradass,  the  premier,  hitherward  is  coming. 

O  welcome  joy  ! 

[ Enter  Baradass.] 

The  sun  of  all  I  hope — 

Yea,  love — now  shines.  My  friend! 
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Iiara. — My  liege  ! 

King. — The  slave  that  did  o’ertuke  thee, 

Shall,  for  his  service,  reaching  you  betimes, 

Be  made  a  knight. 

Bara. —  How  can  I  ask  pardon  for  my  fault? 

King. — No  fault.  The  cause  forgotten,  live  anew, 
As  if  it  ne’er  had  been;  and  passion’s  steel, 

Our  former  friendships  fastened,  had  not  sever’d 
With  wBath  or  dispute.  An  ill,  repented  of, 

May  be  absolved,  excused,  and  expunged, 

Yet  comment  on  its  violence  will  sure 
Largely  expatiate ;  but  this  shall  be  buried 
Deep  as  the  ruins  of  old  crumbling  Koine, 

Nor  meet  with  mention  more. 

Rich. — Forgiving  fool  !  [aside']. 

Bara. — Ah  ! 

Rich. —  Why  sighest  thou,  Baradass? 

Bara. — Why  sigh  I  ? 

Ask  the  berefted  lioness  why  destiny 

Bade  her  lament,  when  hunters’  daring  hands 

The  secret  intricacies  of  her  cave  defiled, 

And  stole  from  her  paternal  breast 
Her  rugged  brood  ;  ’twas  all  she  valued. 

So  do  I  prize  my  dignity ;  but  that 
By  ruffian  hands  late  hath  been  handled, 

And  deprecated  basely. 

Rich. — In  stealth,  the  bold  marauder 
Pierced  in  the  thickets  of  the  jungle, 

And  more  than  bravely  won  his  conquest  by 
Treachery  and  deception.  Had  he  dared, 

In  daylight’s  glaring  eye,  to  assault 
The  flinty  ravine  or  impeded  wood, 

His  fell  destruction,  instead  of  victory, 

Had  mark’d  with  bloody  prints  the  way 
He  took  so  rashly. 

Bara. — By  that  thou  seem’st  to  say  there’s  scope 
For  redress  and  revenge. 


Rich. — I  do. 

Bara. — Disclose  it  to  me. 

Rich. — Were  it  not  dangerous?  Sometimes  words 
Betray  us,  when  e’en  our  actions  do  not. 

Though  I  do  love  you,  I  know  not  how  far 
Thy  honour  may  be  trusted.  Many,  through  time 
And  lapse  of  many- varying  years, 

Have  proved -staunch  pillars  of  integrity, 

Yet  fell,  in  the  concluding  hour, 

As  damn’d  defaulters. 

Bara.— [aside]  He  distrusts  me, 

Even  in  a  matter  that  seems  no  more 

c 


[Exit.] 


26 


LOUIS  XIII. 
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I'han  common  conference.  Men  and  things  against  me  are 
Combined  and  bolted.  First,  the  dread  fear, 

1  hat  on  a  guilty  plotting  ever  waits 

To  mar  its  denouement.  Though  my  heart  is  foul, 

1  would  not  find  a  seat  for  my  ambition 
On  ruin’d  towers  or  mortals  massacred, 
hike  tbe  dissembling  thief,  I’ll  take  one  path, 

And,  to  delude  my  original  path,  retrace, 

And  seek  another. 

Rich. — Baradass  is  a  man  of  powerful  knowledge, 

And,  with  a  masterly  and  consummate  skill, 

Can  play  the  weedier,  patriot,  or  knave 
With  excellence  of  likeness  to  the  life; 

And  he  shall  execute  whilst  I  conceive; 

Bend,  too,  obedient,  where  I  may  command. 

Now  will  1  bring  all  artifice  into  play, 

And  try  what  daring  can  with  canting  do. 

W  hat,  Baradass,  to  thee,  what  is  fame  now? 

Thy  virtues,  credit,  and  thv  nobleness 
Are  blotted,  cancelled,  or  degraded; 

A  whipt  school-boy  turns  away  indignant 
From  the  consoling  stick  of  bribing  candy; 

W  hilst  thou,  as  ’twere  a  top,  art 
I  o  be,  bv  thy  lowly  and  effeminate  prince, 

Kick  d,  lash  d,  and  spurn'd  at  pleasure. 

W  e  must  oil  leather  to  make  it  lissome. 

Bora. — Carrion  that  I  am.  Good  nature, 

With  a  fair  surface,  gilt  my  injuries, 

And  made  them  bright  to  look  on  ;  else  fiends, 

Back’d  by  the  roarings  of  tempestuous  Styx, 

Might,  in  my  cars,  have  yelled  in  vain 
To  save  a  plebian’s  life. 

Rich. — 'I  hy  merits  go  unrewarded, 

And  thy  modesty  hath  not  strength  to  ask 
W  hat  gratitude  should  nimbly  give, 

Sparing  the  pleader’s  blush. 

/W— Y our  grace,  why  grasp  me  so  firmly  by  the  wrist  ? 
There  is  a  fury  in  thy  eye 

No  common  matter  could  affect  or  breed  ; 

A  fearful  gesture  in  that  delicate  orb, 

M  hose  rays  I  fain  would  translate 
To  stuff’  intelligible. 

Rich. — Oh,  France,  Baradass,  France 
Thy  idolized  and  loved  country ! 

Bara. — What,  your  grace  ? 

Rich. — Doth  sink  to  ruin  daily. 

Bara. — I’ve  noted  it  with  tears. 

Fienchmen,  ere  long,  will  have. to  seek  a  home 
Like  exiles  in  some  foreign  kingdom. 


[Aside.] 
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Rich. — What  should  we  do?  Lament, 

And  so  despair.  Where  lies  the  root 
Of  half  a  nation’s  miseries?  but  in  the  evils 
From  ineffectual  governments  arising. 

Hara. — This  glorious  soil  be  ruled 
Bv  a  girl  king?  It  can  never  he. 

Instead  of  growing  stronger  by  her  age, 

Sinks  down  with  effeminacy  and  shame. 

Rich. — The  warrior’s  corselets, 

Dire  cowards  in  the  field  will  buckle  on, 

Whilst  the  bright  steel  uplift  alone  for  virtue 
The  sullen  vices  our  age  corrupt 
Shall  but  defend ! 

Hara. — Ere  such  a  stain 
Should  blot  the  ’scutcheon  of  our  glory, 

And  ignomise  our  yet  immaculate  greatness, 

The  richest  gore  that  centres  in  our  race, 

As  worthless  drops  of  rain  should  be  spilt 
To  mar  or  make  us!  I’ve  known  you,  Richelieu, 

For  one  of  weighty  speech  a  man 
That  ne’er  eschewed  the  smallest  matter, 

But  speak  right  out  as  men  with  spirit  do, 

Nor  would  1  win  you  from  your  principle. 

Why  call  me  aside  then  as  if  thou  wouldst, 

Yet  dreadst,  to  utter  unto  me  thy  thoughts? 

Rich. — I’ll  say  anon. 

Is  there  a  beast,  though  he  may  dwell 
Upon  a  desert  that  owns  not  freedom, 

And  tastes  in  the  space  he  nightly  roams, 

The  expanse  of  an  Empire  ?  then  shall  man 
Be  slaves?  whilst  beasts  have  liberty  ; 

And  made  more  noble  by  inspiring  gifts, 
Acknowledge  them  our  betters?  I  have  known  those 
Whose  eyes  could  read  the  language  of  the  heart, 

And  from  the  inmost  crevice  of  the  soul 
Pluck  forth  its  utterance  and  meaning, 

Though  looks  dissembling  would  beguile 
Its  theme  from  all  observers. 

Bara. — Hands  often  grasp 
What  reason  cannot  rule,  hut  in  all 
That  doth  demand  firm  energy,  I  move 
As  if  a  god  compell’d  me,  from  a  mere  nothing. 

Hath  not  mighty  talent  rose  aloof, 

High  and  far-spreading  on  their  puny  kind 
Cold  and  unimpassioned,  to  be  the  theme 
Of  song,  of  converse,  history,  or  subject, 

For  sculptures  deathless  marble  ?  I,  ready 
To  poise  my  fortunes  on  a  single  blow, 

Take  from  the  great  throngs  of  heroes, 
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That  swells  tradition,  my  special  example ; 

A  beggar  in  my  merit,  yet  dutiful 

To  the  great  precept  successful  valour  gives. 

Be  dauntless,  valiant,  resolute,  and  brave. 

Rich. — Then  perish,  Louis ! 

Perish  all  our  griefs. 

Bara. — 1  will  not  dip  my  hand  in  murder’s  font, 
Though  angels  pleaded  for  its  dire  committal ; 

I  'd  hid  them  tempt  me  not,  but  hie  away 
And  bribe  a  fiend  remorseless  ! 

Rich. — I  took  you  for  a  patriot, 

I  am  deceived. 

Bara. — ^  ou  took  me  for  an  assassin, 

But  found  me  other. 

Rich. — Farewell. 

Bara. — But,  stay !  I  hate  this  man  as  I  abhor 
"  hat  in  nature  is  hideous  and  revolting, 

And  though  I  seem  to  close  with  him, 

I  11  be  his  foe.  [aside]  I  am  content,  Richelieu, 

I  o  join  with  you  in  any  enterprise 
That  benefit  may  promise  to  our  land. 

Rich. — Vi  ell  said  !  O  how  your  name 
"ill  be  adored  by  coming  generations, 

Thy  person  revered,  and  thy  deeds  made  copies 
And  patterns  of,  to  lead  the  rising  race 
1  n  roads  of  glory. 

No  flattery  or  false  praise  thy  worth  shall  name, 

No  spark  be  added  to  thy  honour  bright, 

But  true  panygeric  shall  alone  exalt  thee, 

And  leave  thy  memoir  us  a  fiery  globe 
To  dazzle  in  the  hemisphere  of  fame. 

Bara. — Give  you  direction, 

I  will  follow  to  the  last  day 
Of  my  nativity. 

Rich. — I’ll  draw  it  out  in  full, 

And  thou  shalt  have  it  ere  to-morrow’s  dawn, 
Despatched  to  thee  in  secret. 

Bara. — Till  then,  adieu.  [Exit.] 

. .  /?icA‘~7IIarewe11-  Now’  like  the  northern  star, 
My  hopefu1  prospects  burn  with  polished  rays, 

And  shall  do  so  for  years  unnumbered  yet. 

The  storms  began,  and  flying  to  my  shelter, 

\\  ill  Louis,  lost,  soon  hasten  to  his  ruin, 

As  men  o’ertaken  by  the  tempest  wild, 

Hasten  to  the  cover  of  a  neighbouring  tree, 

There  meet  from  lightning  the  death 
I  hey  shunn  d  in  places  seeming  less  secure. 

I  hive  a  soul  that  would  with  might 
Rather  o\erturn  an  imperial  continent. 
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Than  win  a  trifle  by  deceptive  means; 

A  plain  where  ’fore  my  eager  eyes 
Were  set  the  phalanx  and  the  solid  square, 
Immovable  and  fast.  O  my  soul  gasps 
To  face  the  fierce  battalia  whose  bright  arms 
Dart  tides  of  yellow  fire,  where  the  battle 
Kages  hot,  desperate,  thickest,  there 
My  breast  made  bare,  destruction  to  defy, 

My  panting  sword,  like  a  mettled  steed 
Plunging  to  break  its  sheathed  bonds, 

’Midst  the  clash  of  helmets,  the  shreaks  of  death 
Dyed  deep  a  purple  monument  of  blood, 

I’d  dash  knee-deep  into  the  carnage  red, 

Not  caring  aught  t’were  friend  or  foeman  bled, 
Content  to  gain  by  manly,  gallant  means, 

What  now  to  get  I  must  use  stratagems. 

END  OF  ACT  THE  SECOND. 


ACT.  III. 

Scenf.  I. — A  court  in  the  Palace ,  enter  Aleni  and  Carkizi. 

Carri. — We’ll  fain  take  a  rouse, 

And  over  a  bowl  of  muscatel 
Seal  our  reconciliation. 

Aleni. — I’ll  ha’e  a  thrust  at  thee 
For  all  your  mincing  though,  [asirfe.] 

Carri. — What  say  ye? 

Aleni. — Give  me  thy  hand,  right  well, 

But  I  do  love  thee. 

Carri. — Tis  reciprocal. 

Aleni. — Anger  may  flaw  our  friendship, 

Yet  break  it  not. 

Carri. — Thou  art  a  good  spirit, 

Devilishly  waggish,  but  good  withal. 

Aleni.— hit  thou  still  as  amorous  as  ever  ? 

Yet  iny  question  is  needless,  for  in  a  week 
Thou’st  had  but  trifling  time  for  reformation. 

Carri. — Thou  dog  !  I’ve  made  another  conquest. 

Aleni. — Nay. 

Carri. — My  oath  to’t. 

Aleni. — The  gods. 

Carri.— She  is  the  flower  of  the  court. 

Aleni. — What  potency  is  in  thy  noble  mien, 
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I  hat  thou  canst  as  it  were  by  gazing  onlv, 

Enslave  the  gentle  sex  ! 

Carri. — So  it  is,  you  see  Aleni,  *tis  not  my  fancy 
I  hat  is  in  error,  the  quality  I  own, 

Alone  are  blameable,  if  nature  bounteous 
Hath  given  me  more  charms  than  other  men, 

As  she  hath  sparing  been  to  thee, 

Let  her  be  answerable  for  the  mis  deeds 
Her  parts  in  folly  caused. 

Aleni.— [aside.]  Presumptive  impudence  and  self-conceit’ 
U  as  arrogance  ever  so  gross  and  surfeiting  ? 

Is  not  this  white  flax-headed  varlet 
A  caricature? 


Carri. — Did  I  tell  thee  of  this  dame? 

Aleni.  1  hou  didst  not;  her  parentage? 

She  doubtless  owneth  noble  blood. 

Carri. — The  loftiest,  I  assure  thee. 

Aleni. — Ancient  ? 

(  urri.  1  or  seven  hundred  years  her  ancestry 
Hath  seated  been  in  Prance. 

Aleni. — Wealthy  ? 

Carri. — Immensely  so. 

Aleni. — What  are  her  qualifications? 

^'T,>  Ah  that  heayen  can  bestow,  or  art 
>>ork  to  perfection. 

Aleni. —  Her  height? 

Carri. — Such  that  cannot  bar 
Her  symmetry  of  person,  the  medium 
Worked  exquisite  by  refined  and  burnished  grace. 

Aleni. — And  does  she  thy  passion  requite 
As  worshiped  beauty  should? 

Carri. — None  can  be  fonder. 

She  is  a  Portia,  Imogen,  Hermoine, 

Simple  Perdita,  Desdemona,  chaste, 

Commixed  in  one. 

Aleni. — I’m  ravished. 

Carri.— Thou  would ’st  indeed  be  so 
Did  you  but  by  the  merest  sideling  glance 
behold  her.  O  I  warrant  thee,  Aleni, 

I  shall  not  lack  a  well  fill’d  purse 
U  lulst  she  the  coffers  of  her  husband  holds 
With  key  unlimited. 

Aleni.  The  base  old  speculator 
On  woman’s  fraility.  [owife.] 

,,,  .  ...  .  Where  doth  she  abide? 

1  1  see  her  this  instant. 

Cf/rri.—  I  is  my  prize,  and  therefore  touch  her  not 
Thou  art  but  human,  and  therefore  weak. 

And  being  weak  are  liable  to  sin. 
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Aleni. — Does  she  dwell  i’  the  palace? 

Carri. — She  doth. 

Aleni. — 'Tis  strange  I  never  saw  her. 

Carri. — She  is  an  exotic. 

Aleni. — By  Memden’s  head  ! 

Carri. — Stay  thy  enthusiasm. 

Aleni. —  What  is  her  name  ? 

Carri. — I’ll  let  thee  know  anon.  At  this  hour 
I  should  like  Daphne,  hasten  to  my  love. 

Aleni. — But  may  1  know  not  where  she  bides  ? 

I  will  be  honourable. 

Carri. — And  secret  ? 

Aleni. — As  lips  on  which 
Dumbness  has  set  its  seal. 

Carri. — Under  the  canopy  of  earth, 

Miscall’d  the  canopy  of  heaven. 

Aleni. — Thou  tritfest.  May  I  know  her  name  then  ? 

What  villainy  have  I  done  to  be  a  feared ! 

Carri. — I  must  not  tarry  ;  even  now’ 

She  mourns  my  absence. 

Aleni. — I’ll  know  who  she  is  e’er  thou  departest; 

I’ll  bastinade  thee  with  my  sword  3heath. 

Carri. — Curiosity 
Oft  pries  into  what  which  team’d 
But  gives  it  grief. 

Aleni. — The  name  ? 

Carri. — Thou  beardless  whelp, 

Alarica.  [Exit,  j 

Aleni. — Alarica,  Alarica,  that’s  my  wife, 

The  rush,  the  Don  Giovani,  the  wither’d  Juan. 

I  must  not  see  her  because  of  my  fraility. 

My  wife — she  must  favour  the  traitor; 

And  yet  I  will  not  hold  it  in  my  soul 

That  she  is  faithless.  I’ll  have  that  knave 

Scouted  the  land.  [Exit.  ] 

Scene  II. — A  Chamber  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Baradass. 

Bara. — I  must  despatch  these  papers 
Unto  the  haggard  discontented  few, 

Who,  loathing  their  present  ways  of  life, 

Would  snatch  at  any  wavering  chance 
To  better  it.  Men  who  stand  at  naught, 

Though  it  were  shedding  priestly  hallow’d  blood. 

What,  ho !  in  every  land  and  in  every  age 
There  are  a  set  of  beings, 

Whose  souls  to  lowest  infamy  debased 
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tor  any  fearful  or  pernicious  work, 

Are  easy  tools;  and  these,  or  such  as  these 
Must  I  make  up  my  fell  conspiracy  with  ? 

Tis  well, 

For  ambling  affection  to  carp  on  virtue  ; 

\  et  necessity  must  turn  even  love  aside 
For  selfish  ends. 

[Enter  Servant. 

Why  linger  you 

Here?  Take  these  papers,  and  deliver  them 
As  superscribed.  Why  hesitate  ? 

Serv. — I  am  obedient ;  why  his  agitation  ? 

Some  harm,  I  think,  will  proceed  from  this. 

Naught  further,  my  lord  ?  ^ 

Bara. — Officious  meddler! 

Why  should  I  keep  faith  with  Richelieu, 

I  hat  keeps  faith  with  none  ?  May  he  not, 

When  I  have  help’d  him  to  the  glorious  feast 
Of  France’s  diadem,  and  set  before  him 
Ail  that  heart  could  wish,  or  avarice  desire, 

Despise  me,  and  pay  all  my  tedious  pains 
V\  ith  freezing  slight  and  base  ingratitude  ? 

Many  that,  in  their  firstlings  having  naught 
To  recommend  them  to  mankind, 

Have,  by  craft  and  skill,  acquired  distinction, 

And  paid  the  instruments  that  gained  it 

Wilh  Woody  death !  Witness  the  noble  Buckingham, 

1  o  Richard  the  I  hird  a  tool  and  victim  ; 

And  hapless  Mortimer,  Worcester,  and  Douglas, 
l  reys  to  the  baseness  of  false  Rolingbroke ! 

The  push  of  the  time  is  man’s  best  counsellor, 

And  get  and  keep  his  true  philosophy. 

J°  toil  for  honour  is  to  toil  in  vain. 

The  glowing  merit  of  a  virtuous  life, 

Purchased  with  credit,  abstinence,  and  care, 
lay  be  forestall  d  in  one  hapless  hour; 

Then  comes  deception,  constant  faith  decay. 

I  here  is  no  passage;  I  must  carve  a  way 
I  hrough  danger,  difficulty,  time,  and  tide, 

I  be  ships  of  chance,  and  schemes  of  men  beside. 


[  Exit  Servant .] 


[  Exit.] 


Scene  III.—  Another  Chamber  in  the  Palace. 

[Richelieu,  seated .] 

Rich.— Insensible  is  my  stubborn  frame 
To  pause  or  eke  lament.  I’m  somewhat  awed 
®y  the  stupendous  greatness  of  my  task  • 

Not  at  its  danger,  but  the  mischances 
On  inefficient  agencies  awaiting. 
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Knowing  men’s  villainy  I  quaint  to  trust 

As  ’twere  my  very  self;  if  Baradass 

Doth  break  my  confidence?  he’s  treacherous  to  me, 

To  all,  I  will  divest  me  of 

My  holy  cloth,  darken  my  beard,  and  change 

My  outward  aspect,  speed  to  where’s  assembled 

The  reekless  ruffians  in  his  pay, 

And  learn  by  eaves-dropping  bow  they  are  affected 
To  me  and  to  the  purpose  I’ve  in  view, 

So  shall  I  be  safe  while  on  my  guard, 

And  sound  security  my  cares  reward. 


Scene  IV. — A  low  house  in  Paris. 

Baradass  and  Conspirators  assembled. 

liara. — [«sir/e.]  These  malcontents 
Must  be  flatter’d  to  be  urged.  No,  friends 
The  cause  that  brought  you  here 
’Twere  needless  to  rehearse,  you  bear  it  stamp  d 
Upon  your  fleshless  cheeks,  the  badge  of  want ; 
Whilst  poverty,  the  bitter  cause  of  all, 

Grims  through  your  withered  habilaments 
With  joy,  and  essays  to  fill  you  with  despair. 

Yet,  to  rub  their  tardy  resolution, 

And  add  new  heat  to  their  impetuosity, 

Will  I  fresh  lacerate  their  cold  complaints,  [asir/e.] 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  you,  and  yours, 

One  common  father  did  create  us  all, 

One  equal  state  should  every  man  enjoy, 

One  common  glory  should  lead  us  on 
To  fame,  to  grandeur,  immortality, 

One  common  hope  should  poise  up  the  mind 
On  happiness,  bright  and  pelucid  base ; 

One  virtue  should  a  national  example 
Be  to  you  all  my  countrymen,  and  lift 
To  honour’s  galaxy  thy  merits  up. 

As  one  common  spring  conceived  us  all 
From  Adam  downward  universally  ; 

The  influences  and  pleasures  of  life 
To  each  man  giving  share  proportionate, 

The  self-same  cause  should  in  your  separate  breasts 
The  dazzling  fire  of  valiant  warmth  infnse. 

How  much  the  ordinations  of  the  gods 
Who  mould  all  matters  to  exquisite  shape, 

Are  turned  by  mortals,  turbulence  awry, 

Is  visible,  my  countrymen,  in  thee, 

Bearded  as  you  are  in  a  form  divine. 

Endowed  with  wisdom,  reason,  gravity, 

C  3 


[  Exeunt.'] 
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Reach  of  imagination,  ambitious  views,  and  pride, 
Discretion,  fancy,  learning,  and  staunch  valour, 

1  hou  art  down-trodden  to  the  very  loam, 

As  it  thy  aspirations  were  no  more, 

Than  the  corrupted  dust  on  which  you  stand  ! 

first  Conspirator. — By  the  Pope’s  toe 
He  argues  the  quality  of  our  blood 
Learned  and  wisely  ! 

Second  Conspirator. — He  is  a  noble  fellow! 

France  shall  thrive  beneath  him. 

Third  Conspirator.— And  we’ll  thrive  beneath  France. 

Bara. — I  would  not  have  ye  rashly 
Plunge  into  extremities  of  danger, 

Vour  hands  uncognisant  of  the  business 
Your  heads  do  undertake,  not  France  alone 
Requires  our  aid,  the  preservation  cf  the  land, 

But  private  requirements,  and  private  wants, 

Domestic  raptures,  social  thrills  of  love 

In  silent  language  to  the  heart  appeals 

A i  d  craves  protection  from  our  guardian  hands. 

Jirst  Conspirator. — We’ll  follow  him  for  ever. 


Enter  Richelieu  behind. 

Bara. — Are  you  all  resolved? 

Upon  your  strength  can  I  with  certainty  relv. 

I  would  not  build  upon  a  snallow, 

W’hich  only  firmeth  looks,  and  in  the  end 
Is  proved  our  pitfall. 

/tick. — [a*/7/e.]  So  ;  all  seems  to  wear 
A  proper  aspect. 

Bara.  Let  us  depart  for  fear  our  meeting 
As  such  congregations  in  the  base  part  of  the  city 
Kept  on,  might  breed  suspicion,  but  first 
Receive  my  advice,  and  my  instruction  ; 

Be  cautious  that  to  no  bosom  friend, 

Though  you  may  love  them  dear  as’ soul  can  love. 

You  let  astray  the  most  remote  expression 
lending  to  the  existence  of  our  plot; 

Had  Fulvia  never  known  how  Catali’ne 
Against  the  Senate  had  with  foes  conspired, 

His  deem  successful  had  displaced  the  state 
And  wrote  its  downfall  with  his  colleague’s ’gore  ! 

Go  hence,  all ;  and  when  the  hour  arrives 
l  or  the  assault,  let  not  timidity  embrace 
Your  tightened  ligaments;  your  ready  arms 
Collect,  and  hide  them  bout  your  persons. 

Now  comes  the  fearful  hour  of  jeopardy  '  ^  Co’“>‘,rnl< 
Then,  Baradass,  confront  it  like  a  soS- 
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One  born  to  arms,  and  bred  upon  the  field, 

Familiar,  as  it  were,  with  every  danger. 

liich. — Now,  Baradass,  confront  it  like  a  soldier . 

Is  Baradass  the  be-all  of  this  treason — 

The  sole  enjoyer  of  my  fruits  and  cares  (  [aside.] 
Bara. — When  o’er  burnished  ocean  hangs 
The  stormy  squall,  the  wily  sailor,  wary 
And  careful  husbandman,  to  steer  his  ship 
Safe  from  the  fury  of  the  breeding  blast, 

Reefs  in  his  sails,  and  doubly  guards  the  helm 
Of  his  bold,  daring,  and  adventurous  barque ; 

So  shall  I,  by  the  appliances  of  every  art, 

Protect  myself  from  mischance.  The  cralty  Richcliei 
As  implicit  my  faith  in  bonded  keeping  has; 

But  I  abhor  him.  As  the  proverb  says, 

Satan  holds  malevolence  to  water  holy ; 

So  I  detest  the  two-faced  Cardinal ! 

Rich. — Thou  dost?  O death  ! 

Bara. — I  hold  not  direct  envy  in  my  heart 
Towards  him,  nor  because  chance  hath  laid 
Upon  his  brow  more  honours  than  my  own  ; 

But,  be  it  as  it  may,  I  will  unseat  the  king, 

Despatch  the  canting  priest,  and  place  myseli 
Immovable  on  France’s  throne. 

Rich. —  [advancing.]  Thus  have  I  woven 
The  web  to  snare  myself.  Oh!  fatal,  fatal  moment, 
When  first  this  villainy  I  projected. 

Curs’d  perfidy!  damn’d  Baradass!  a  double  snake. 

1  can,  in  romance,  nor  in  history, 

Conceive  a  parallel  to  his  deceit, 

Except,  alas  !  my  own.  I’d  hopes  of  greatness ; 
Scenes,  that  within  their  proper  orbit  kept 
Undeviating,  but  all  my  vapoury  fancies, 

Such  as  is  centred  in  the  Myrocarpia, 

Which,  ranged  in  order  and  entrancing  show, 

Is  formed  to  be  dismantled! 


Scene  IV. — A  Street  in  Paris. 
Enter  Bolini. 

Bolini. — Hang  the  world,  say  I,  forsooth  ; 

There  is  no  living  in ’t  nor  out  on  t. 

That  youth  could  unravel  what  may  perhaps  await 
Their  thoughtless  destinies  in  snowy  age. 

And  so  against  all  exigencies, 

With  wise  experience,  rugged  guards  provide, 

As  monitors  o’er  volatile  days  levitions. 

But,  no  ;  the  follies  of  our  blood 


[Exit.] 


[Exeunt.  ] 
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Break  out ;  to  laws,  moral  and  physical, 

Rebellion’s  insurrectionists,  born  nobly.  But,  alas! 

By  self  excess  betray’d,  from  vice  to  vice,  as  step  bv  step 
1  trod,  till  to  all  honour  lost,  an  outlaw, 

Partial  justice  me  to  the  galleys  banished, 
from  which  I  now  but  ’scaped,  without 
A  friend  or  shelter,  pass,  or  means 
'lo  gain  protection  or  sweet  sustenance; 

And,  less  some  lucky  incident  still  make  new  my  fortunes, 
Mill  newer  outrage,  by  my  hand  committed, 

>>  ill  draw  fresh  vengeance  down  ! 

[ Enter  Richelieu.] 

How  ?  a  prize !  Forth,  my  dagger  !  His  disguise 
Must  not  deceive  me  with  its  seeming. 

•Those  richest,  bearing  wealth  in  secresy, 

Oft  do  it  ’neath  the  mask  of  humbleness. 

I’ll  be  desperate  ;  for  success  depends  on  boldness, 

As  much  as  bravery.  Hold,  awhile  ! 

Rich. — Justice,  as  if  impatient 
lo  ha\e  her  own,  already  hath  begun 
To  chase  me  by  discomfit.  If  I  could  light 
b  non  a  villain  now  to  serve  me, 
l  have  a  desire  that  might  recover 
The  past,  and  make  all  well. 

Rolini. — Dog ;  tliyw-ealth? 

Rich.  So  rudely,  what,  if  solicited  with  meekness, 

J  might  perhaps  give;  demanded  thus, 

I  do  refuse  all  alms. 

Rolini. — \Y  ould’st  perish  ? 

Myfortunes,  and  not  my  love  of  blood, 

"  mUmm  in  fury  make  me  heartless  shed. 

Rich. — I  have  a  steel  ; 

And  if  thou  hast  a  claim  to  aught 
About  mv  person  in  the  shaped  lucre, 
ispute,  till  death,  the  right  with  me 
And  win  it  like  a  man. 

Rolini. — Uncover  ? 

Rich.— I  do;  more  for  my  pleasure, 

I  nan  to  obey  a  knave  s  command  * 

Rolini.—’S  death  l  ’tis  Richelieu, 

The  Cardinal  ! 

Rich.  Ha  !  thou  knowest  me? 

Rolini. — I  do. 

Rlc/i  \m\  j  remember  thee.  It  was, 

That  in  thv  voice  I  somewhat  recognized 
The  tones  of  one  forgotten  long  ago, 
l  hat  made  me  mild,  when  thou,  banditti  like, 

I  hreatened  my  life.  Once  thou  wast 
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A  man  of  worthy  portions,  and  bore 
A  fair,  unsullied  name;  thy  gallant  soul, 

Rising  with  all  things  to  their  requirements, 

Stood,  like  a  castle  wall,  redoubt  against 
The  battering-rams  of  envy;  place  nor  bribe 
Could  ever  swerve  thee  from  parallels 
Of  truth  and  fairness  ;  but  wickedness, 

And  the  temptations  of  the  grievous  world, 

Accomplished  what  human  villainy  could  not, 

And  thy  fall  directed. 

Holini. — Richelieu,  1  cannot  bear 
A  parasite’s  name,  though  logically  you  reason 
Of  my  past  sorrows.  Thou  hast  made  me  many  hours 
Of  bitterness,  with  vindictive  pursuit 
Following  me  long  ;  but  let  them  rest, 

And  mention  never  more  create  their  birth. 

Rich . — What’s  done  in  anger,  as  anger  should  be  view’d; 
And,  though  it  frets  awhile,  at  last’s  forgiven. 

Holini.  —  Wilt  list  to  my  history?  thy  compassion 
May  touch  thy  charity. 

Rich. — Not  now,  Holini;  at  some  other  time 
Tell  to  me  the  finish  of  thy  adventures; 

Their  saddening  sequel  I  too  well  know. 

A  pressing  business 

Oft  makes  that  noxious,  which,  at  fitter  season, 

Were  relished  and  applauded  ;  I  have  in  hand 
A  matter  of  some  moment,  in  the  furtherance  of  which 
Thy  aid  were  valuable.  There  are  times,  you  know, 

When  service  rendered  at  an  hour  required 
As  priceless  are  esteemed,  ’tis  in  thy  power 
To  do  me  good.  Exert  that  influence  now, 

And  half  a  revenue  shall  be  thy  own. 

There  are  a  thousand  Louis  d'ors ;  take  them, 

Robe  thyself  well,  and  costly.  Look  to  me  ! 

If  thou  wouldst  rise  and  take  the  reins 
Of  thy  once  lofty  station,  ’tis  the  spring 
Of  wealth,  distinction,  honour,  and  preferment, 

Above  all  other  donors. 

Holini. — Men  often  out  of  seeming  truth,  and  love, 

Told  to  their  bosoms  objects  of  their  hate, 

With  greater  force,  and  more  surer  aim 
To  crush  them  utterly.  rLAside.~\ 

Rich. — What  say  you? 

Bolini. — I’m  ready  to  follow 
Wheresoe’er  thou  dost  direct. 

Rich. — Then  take  this  paper;  it  informs  you 
Of  a  most  dangerous  and  bloody  conspiracy, 

In  which  one  of  the  noblest  in  the  land, 

For  reach  of  ancestry  and  official  power, 
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Is  concerned  deeply,  besides  a  set 
Of  discontented  menial  citizens. 

It  also  names  their  place  of  rendezvous, 

Their  kind  of  arms,  and  the  allotted  hour 
For  its  dire  breaking  forth.  Take  ye  sufficient 
Of  tried  and  valued  soldiers  to  effect 
Their  capture ;  which  done,  haste  to  the  Palace, 

Where,  assembled  in  conference,  you  will  find 
H  is  Majesty  and  me.  Announce  the  plot 
As  just  discovered;  cry  out  upon  the  danger 
The  land  and  his  monarchial  state  is  in, 

And  work  to  terror’s  fearful  climax 
The  dread  affair ;  and  out  of  this 
I  will  extract  the  antidote  to  bar 

What  would  impede  me.  Fail  not!  [Exit,  j 

Bolini. — Never  tell  me  chance  is  nothing. 

For  some  to  casualty  give  the  being 
Of  heaven,  of  earth,  the  stars,  the  firmament, 

And  all  the  wonders  with  which  they  teem ! 

But  now  a  beggar,  destitute, 

Am  forthwith  made  a  courtier,  and  a  noble. 

I’ll  to  my  office! 


END  OF  ACT  THE  THIRD. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I. — A  grove ;  Alarica  seated. 

Alaric. — Was  ever  maid  so  vexed  ? 

Diana,  be  my  guide.  I  think  no  beauty, 
Devaluing  suitors  with  an  air  of  scorn 
As  I  do,  ever  was  so  plagued  with  them, 

Made  obstinate  by  denial.  To  give  Aleni 
Cognizance  of  their  devices,  importunities, 

Were  p’rhaps  to  surrender,  forestal  his  love; 

Yea,  to  breed  jealousy  within  his  breast. 

Thinking  my  appearance  of  fidelity 
Not  as  it  is,  adherent  and  sincere, 

But  for  guiling  motives  new  put  on. 

To  mend  the  matter, 

A  wither’d  elder,  d’Orsay,  resuscitated — a  name, 
And  not  a  man — pays  to  me  homage, 

And  adorates  my  charms. 
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Enter  Aleni. 

How  now  hath  come 
The  craving  of  my  hopes  ? 

Aleni. — So— 

Aluric. — My  lord? 

Aleni. — Alarica ! 

Aluric. — Your  sweet  wife  once. 

Aleni. — But  not  so  now. 

Aluric. — In  what  have  I  often ded, 

That  I  should  deserve  another  title, 

Less  in  respect  and  value  ? 

Aleni. — In  what  hast  thou  offended? 

Ask  thy  heart,  and  it  will  indignant  answer, 

Whilst  its  red  current  doth  grow  white  in  shame, 
Impugning  thy  chariness.  In  what  hast  thou  err’d? 
Colourless  effrontery  makes  bold  your  brow ; 

Else  with  its  crimson  it  would  make  reply, 

And  speak  thy  guilt!  My  sweet  wife  once 
Thou  wert  indeed,  and  might  have  been  so  now, 

If  the  compass  of  your  wavering  honour 
Had  kept  its  point  to  virtue. 

Aluric. — What  phantasy  besets  your  thoughts, 

And  slays  them  in  the  roadside  of  affection 
E’er  they  can,  like  travellers,  hie  home, 

And  safely  rest? 

Aluric. —  Invert  thy  eyes!  See  into  thyself, 

And  there  propound  the  bitter  cause 
That  makes  me  sad. 

Aluric. — The  cause  ? 

Aleni. — What  cause?  A  curse  the  cause, 

Thy  lechery,  vixen;  and  the  base  effect 
My  now  unquiet  moments! 

Aluric. — When  thy  love  was  young, 

Thy  confidence  would  blanch  to  suspect 
What  now  you  openly  impugn. 

Aleni. — That  unsuspicious  vein 
Gave  your  conniving  time  to  shape  and  mould 
A  courtezan’s  fau  pas.  My  good  nature 
Has  betrayed  thy  own!  Were  I  stern  and  doubtful, 
Cautious,  misbelieving,  green  and  suspicious, 

For  fear  of  wakening  revenge,  asleep 

And  chained  by  kindness,  thy  timidity  had  then 

Still  kept  thee  pure,  and  chaste  as  is  the  moon. 

Aluric. — ’Tis  false  !  You  injure  me  ; — 

When  nature’s  laws  are  scoff'd  and  scorned, 

And  their  great  influences  goes  unregarded, 
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Think  you  the  petty  laws  of  man, 

Or  dread  of  what  their  angers  may  commit, 

Could  keep  from  vice  the  tempted  ? 

The  voice  of  integrity  is  our  best  dictate, 

And  when  that  fails,  threats  nor  maledictions 
Cannot  recover  us. 

Aleni. — Thou  mould  of  deception  ! 

Aping  the  simplicity  of  Desdemona, 

Without  her  innocence ! 

Alaric. — What  dost  thou  charge  me  with  ? 

Till  faults  are  proved  against  them, 

The  vilest  villains  are  presumed  as  free. 

Then  why  slander 

My  nature,  which  none  hath  yet  averred 

To  be  but  of  the  purest?  Since  thou  ’st  charged  me, 

Prove  the  verity  of  thy  assertions. 

Thou  canst  not ;  yet  for  satisfaction, 

And  to  quiet  all  future  fears  of  thine, 

Which  similar  phrenzy,  perchance,  may  breed. 
Investigate  it  further;  and  if  it’s  finish 
May  attest  the  slightest  matter  unbecoming 
A  virtuous  woman,  and  a  faithful  wife, 

Brand  me  with  falsehood,  deception,  shame, 

And  after  take  thy  vengeance! 

Aleni. — A  well-dissembled  indignation, 

And  more  to  thy  discredit. 

Alaric. —  How  am  I  wrong’d! 

Aleni. — Thou  art  but  of  a  wanton’s  name, 

And  boldly  usurpest  a  chaste  maid’s  right 
To  be  thought  goodly. 

Alaric. — As  I  stand  here, 

This  trashy  spleen  that  looks  so  serious, 

Will,  on  the  lapse  of  time,  appear 
As  themes  alone  for  laughter. 

Aleni. — I  will  not  be  fleeced  by  thy  cozenage! 

But  that  I  would  heighten  thy  fault 
By  a  comparison  of  proper  merits, 

Which  ever  modest  fair  should  unpolluted  hold. 

And  keep  as  sacred ;  tell  me  a  virgin’s  parts 
That  should  exalt  her  most. 

Alarica. — I  do,  not  dreading 
That  any  prized  and  esteemed  quality, 

Mentioned  within  the  volume  of  my  speech, 

Will  be  found  wanting  in  this  fragile  frame. 

Much  injured  with  your  coldness  though  it  be. 

A  maiden’s  richest  ornament  is  truth 
Of  heart,  simplicity  of  soul,  not  cunning, 

Fickle,  or  fastidious  ;  sincerity  in  love, 

When  ripening  fondness,  nurtured  at  the  spring 
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Of  pearly  purity,  unfolds  itself  like  day, 

Mild  at  the  dawn;  in  the  zenith  beauteous; 

And  sweet  in  the  decline;  faith  in  her  words, 

And  honour  in  her  soul ;  she  may,  though  shunned 
For  barren  poverty — of  lack  of  that  influence 
Which  ushers  thousands  in  society — 

To  be  well  husbanded  will  bear  her  up 
Against  a  community  of  usurious  lovers, 

Whose  lust  and  craving  for  delusive  wealth, 

Dies  out  by  time;  and  less  accumulation 
Of  Mammon’s  dross,  through  a  want  of  nerve, 

Or  space  for  traffic  in  their  merchandize. 

Her  gentleness,  veneration,  will  sure  beget  as  friends 
Even  those  bred  to  stubborn  usages — 

The  while  her  smile  gushing  from  modesty’s  spring 
Paid  to  a  few,  will  win  the  love  of  all. 

The  make  up  of  wife  in  duty,  gifts,  and  capacities 
Is  too  well  versed  by  rugged  ‘‘Catherine  the  Shrew,” 
To  need  from  my  lips  a  repetition. 

Though  in  the  self-same  subject  I  could  discourse 
Unto  thy  tiring.  What  have  I  spoken  ? 

In  true-felt  praise,  justice  to  maiden  wrorth, 

Whose  path  I  ne’er  digressed  from. 

Aleni. — Thou  hast  a  fund  of  knowledge, 

More  than  that  by  nature’s  hand  bestowed  on  some, 
Which  doth  assist  thee  in  thy  devilry. 

Alarica. — Come,  coz.,  disperse  those  frowns, 

And  look  as  thou  wert  wont  to  look, 

Before  this  verdant  jealousy  had  changed  you 
From  a  w’itty  courtier  to  a  very  fool. 

Smile  as  thou  didst  when  thou  paid  duty  to  me, 

And  I,  forgetful  of  your  wiseless  folly, 

Will  think  my  wooing  days  exist  again. 

Disperse  thy  thoughts. 

Aleni. — I  would,  an  they  were 
Without  foundation  :  if  innocent, 

Make  it  appear,  and  I  will  pardon  ask 
For  the  expression  of  my  doubt,  let  fallen 
More  out  of  anger,  than  studied  molestation. 

Alarica. — While  thou  wert  stern,  I  too  were  harsh; 
Strange  trait  in  man  that  loves  to  bruit 
And  barter  contradiction  !  now  thou  softenest, 

My  eyes  are  tyrannized  o’er  by  despot  tears. 

Aleni. — I  will  not  be  rash  in  my  revenge ; 

But,  before  doing,  reason  and  expostulate— 

Nor  like  the  frantic  Moor  stab  too  soon, 

Regret  too  late,  thou  favoured  Carrizi. 

Alarica.— As  Vandals  favoured  their  victims. 

Aleni. — Thou  prais’d  his  person  ? 
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Alarica.  The  better  that  I  might  ridicule  it, 

As  we  sometimes  in  irony 
Applaud  the  worthless. 

A  lent. — You  encourage  him  ever. 

Alarica. — Does  he  profess  it  ? 

Aleni. — Openly. 

Alarica. — Then  he  lies  ! 

Aleni. — Mild  ! 

Alarica. — Thou  art  unkind. 

Aleni. — And  thou  unfaithful. 

Alarica.— If  being  true  can  be  averred  deceit, 
strange  malformation  of  a  thing  made  well ! 

But  see,  Carrizi, 

lhe  seed  and  cause  of  all  our  mischiefs 
Approaching  hither. 

Aleni. — Tis  on  a  mission  of  love. 

And  bound  to  you. 

Alarica. — To  me? 

Aleni.  I  o  thee?  thou  art  amazed. 

Alanca.-— \t  breeds  indeed  my  wonder. 

Aleni. — My  heart  misgives  me. 

^/anai.—ntep  but  aside,  and  thou  shalt  sec 

1  he  shallow  reason  of  thy  follv  r  ji  •  t 

Alarica — That  I  had  l  cudgel !  [  M  re',r"]' 

[ Enter  Carrizi]. 

Carri. — Bright  star  ! 

Alarica. — My  lord ! 

Carri. — Thou  dew  of  beauty  ! 

Alarica.— I  pray  you,  Sir. 

Carri.— Vcrdhm  is  grim  to  thee  !  thy  charms— 

//anca.— I- lattcry,  to  the  grace  of  woman’s  sense, 

L-an  ne  er  make  wav. 

Carri. — How  shall  I  woo? 

Alanca.— By  keeping  thv  peace,  then  thou  wilt  gain 
My  forgiveness  for  your  bold  impertinence,  g 

i  lii  jf  yoU  do  Persist  in  breaking, 

I  shall  deny. 

Aleni.  Tli inking  on’t  Ive  done  her  wrong.  [aside  1 

Cam.—]  love  thy  scorn,  so  much  I  prize  thee 
So  give  excuse  for  all  contemning  talk 1 
At  thy  sweet  hands. 

^A/rn'C  TJS  fV  '  tis  sooth  !  ’tis  happiness  ! 

Aleni. — Ha!  ha!  ha!  r  -j 

Carri. — Some  idler  1  «*idc\. 

Breaks  on  our  privacy. 

Alanca.— What  should  be  done  with  thee  ? 

Lam,  An  what  thou  list. 
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Alarica. — Ho !  bring  forth  a  whip,  a  good  one  there, 

And  hasten. 

Carri. — A  whip  !  fair  Venus? 

Alarica. — A  whip — and  kindly  to  give  it  thee. 

Receiving  no  guerdon. 

[ Enter  Aleni  disguised ]. 

That  whip,  this  thong, 

My  sire,  when  he  coursed  in  the  field. 

Rated  as  priceless — and  that  for  why?  it  gave 

Deserving  chastisement  to  the  rebellious  hounds 

That  lost  the  scent  of  the  hare  ;  and  now 

It  must  serve  well  again.  [beats  Carrizi. ] 

How  now?  flinch  not, 

’Tis  wholesome  physic  for  lascivious  blood, 

(iive  you  the  heart  that  to  another 
By  oath  is  bound? 

Aleni. — Prythee  let  me  play  the  ostler  ? 

Alaric. — Thou’rt  welcome. 

Aleni. — If  I  fail  hang  me.  [Beats  him.} 

Carri. — For  God’s  sake. 

Alaric. — You  idle  villain  [to  Aleni}. 

Aleni. — I’ll  be  more  industrious.  [Lays  on  again.} 

Carri. — I’ll  ha’e  this  bawd  before  the  king. 

Aleni. — What,  dog?  what,  cur  ? 

Alaric. — Wear  out  thy  weapon. 

Carri. — Murder!  murder! 

Lord,  Lord,  Lord,  that  I  were  young.  [Exit.} 

Alaric. —  What !  can  you  doubt  me  now  ? 

Aleni. — No,  nor  ever  will. 

Alaric. — Thou  art  contented. 

Aleni. — I  am. 

Alaric. — Then  let  us  haste  away,  forgetting 
All  that  is  past. 

Aleni. — Re  thou  my  guide. 

Blaric. — And  may  she  ne’er  misdirect  you. 

Ye  husbands, 

That  are  by  jealous  thoughts  deranged, 

First  prove  thou  hast  an  actual  cause 
For  such  unquietness;  and  then  not  wildly 
Propel  revenge’s  sulphurous  thunderbolts  ; 

For  we  by  event  and  not  by  inclination 
More  often  err,  so  shall  thy  wisdom  avert 
Many  mischances,  leading,  perhaps,  to  evil. 
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Scene  II. — The  Court ,  the  King  seated  on  his  throne,  Richelieu 

by  his  side  on  the  right. 

King. — Grant  the  petition  of  the  lowly  orders, 

Let  them  have  whatever  they  may  ask 
Within  our  power  to  give  and  policy  to  grant. 

To  be  loved 

Men  must  be  more  than  good  : 

They  must  bear  impress  of  great  superiority 
In  every  grace  ’bove  others. 

Officer. — I  'll  make  these  articles  known 
All  around  the  kingdom. 

King. — And  while  doing  so  forget  not 
To  promise  fuller  favours. 

Rich.  [Aside.]  \ \  hether  he  intends  to  bestow  them  or  no, 
Strange  generosity  !  The  tongue  oft  gives  away 
What  the  reluctant  heart  regrets  to  part  with. 

King. — Be  not  lax  in  your  action, 

Lest  it  do  compromise  your  office. 

Officer. — I  go  with  all  speed, 

My  gracious  liege.  [Exit.] 

King.— [To  Richelieu.]  How  goes  our  travail  with 
Proud  England?  Are  the  negociations 
Pending  between  our  several  States 
Nigh  the  completion? 

Rich. — They  are,  my  liege. 

King. — And  to  our  thrift 
Were  no  great  losers  by  the  treaty 
I  guess,  good  cardinal. 

Rich. — Y  our  highness 
Is  too  deep  read  in  diplomatic  matters 
To  meddle  ever  on  a  barren  theme; 

That  is  another  mark,  another  stamp, 

Which  doth  bespeak  thy  judgment  and  thy  wisdom. 

King. — What  were  Louis  without  his  Richelieu  ? 

Rich. — And  what  were  Richelieu  without  his  king? 

A  nameless  minion,  a  poor  degenerate  slave, 

Unseen,  unthought  of  by  the  flattering  world 
M  ere  t  not  for  thy  goodness,  lifts  me  up 
To  possession,  titles,  distinction,  and  celebrity  ; 

Yea,  makes  me  so  vast  in  men’s  opinion 
That  with  my  name  goeth  hand  in  hand 
Reverence  and  devotion,  mingled,  too,  with  praise. 

King.—' Thank  me  not;  gratitude 
Oft  surfeits  a  good  action.  Those  ruffians 
I  hat  late  last  night  attack  d  me  in  my  carriage, 

Are  they  knowm  ? 

Rich. — Ay,  and  most  evilly. 
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King. — Be  gentle  with  them. 

Hick. — Gentle,  my  liege  ! 

W  e  must  not  be  mild  with  poisons, 

But  stern  the  nerve  to  its  rigid  object, 

And  guard  ourselves 

From  madmen,  revolutionists,  and  malcontents. 

King. — Do  with  them  as  thou  wilt. 

Rich. — Then  go  they  from  the  land — mild  punishment 
For  their  great  crime. 

King. — Be  it  decreed. 

Hick. —  Let  undeservers  suffer  not 
By  seeming  guilty  ;  but  when  the  clouds 
Of  justice  hang  o’er  the  offending  head 
They  must  loom  grimly. 

That  tenderness,  commisseration,  pity, 

Are  heavenly  attributes,  each  one  doth  know, 

And  therefore  cannot  plead  blind  ignorance. 

For  hellish  villanies.  Take  this  document 
It  is  the  warrant  for  their  execution  ; 

And  with  thy  own  individual  eye 
See  it  done. 

()[ficer.-- 1  will,  your  grace.  [Exit. A 

Rich. — With  their  lots, 

Oh  !  had  they  been  content,  nor  rushed 
Almost  to  murder  to  increase  their  wealth, 

In  social  circles  as  good  ornaments 
They  might,  perhaps,  now  be  numbered. 

Bolini. — [  Without.]  My  lord  !  my  liege  ! 

King. — A  tumult  ? 

Rich. — What  fresh  clamour,  with  destroying  hand, 

Xow  breaks  our  peace  ? 

Bolini. — What,  ho  !  my  king  !  my  master  !  fate,  ever  changing, 
Once  kind  to  thee,  has  altered  ;  fiends, 

In  shape  of  men,  their  bloody  daggers 
High  o’er  your  head  suspend  ! 

King. —  What  calamity  now 
Threatens  to  make  my  hapless  reign  more  wretched  ? 

Bolini. — Treachery  floats  in  the  air, 

So  pregnant  is  the  spheres  with  it.  What,  ho  ! 

Unhand  me,  dogs  !  the  horizon  of  France 
By  ruin  is  obscured  ! 

King. — We’ll  not  be  slain  like  worthless  slaves 
Beseeching  life. 

Rich. — My  liege  he  calm  until  the  danger’s  known, 

And  to  guard  against  it  after  we’ll  be  nimble. 

[Enter  Bolini.] 

King. — Why  doth  the  ruffian  force  his  presence 
Before  our  majesty? 


[  Gives  Officer  a  paper.  ] 
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Rich. — In  trying  danger  courtesy  is  forgot; 

I  think  he  is  our  friend. 

Bolini. — Arise  !  my  liege,  from  thy  endanger’d  throne 
Too  too  long  shaken  by  dissentious  broils, 

E’er  villain  hands  will  tear  thee  from  the  seat 
Made  sacred  by  glorious  ancestors  ! 

Throw  off  the  aspect  and  the  garb  of  peace! 

Arouse  the  godheads  of  the  battle-field, 

Then  case  their  limbs  in  penetrateless  steel, 

That  no  assault  may  conquer  or  subdue 
The  noble  arm  uplift  in  loyalty ! 

Rich. — He  acts  it  well,  [Aside.] 

Bolini. — Wake  from  thy  seeming  lethargy  of  wonder, 
Whose  iron  weight  upon  thy  orbs  doth  lay 
As  guards  to  keep  their  glist’ning  portals  fast ! 

Assume  a  new  and  never  daunted  valour, 

Lay  the  fell  traitors  low  that  would  uprise 
Themselves  upon  the  basis  of  thy  kingdom, 

And  with  an  act,  such  as  Paris’s  has 
For  sprightly  bravery  and  dauntless  valour, 

When  his  fell  arrow,  made  Achilles  fierce, 

Kiss  like  a  wanton  the  lascivious  dust, 

As  on  Troy’s  immortal  plains  he  laid 
Stretched  out  a  sacrifice  to  mighty  Mars 
llis  blood  deep  drunken  by  the  gasping  dust 
Which  panted,  to  absorb  his  spirit  in, 

And  like  a  cormorant  of  slaughter  fell, 

Devour  the  mangled  carcase  of  his  life, 

Which  all  who  saw  in  lamentations  mourn’d 
The  fate  he  suffered,  as  his  form  outstretched 
In  crimson  ruins  lay!  conquer  thy  conspiring  foes, 

And  lay  in  bondage  every  servile  spirit, 

Which  like  an  evil  genius  floats  about, 

And  conjures  men  to  deeds  of  wickedness  ; 

Stay  not  to  ask,  inquire,  learn,  or  look 
More  in  the  matter,  than  by  thy  words 
Thou  mayest  of  it  take  cursory  report, 

But  instantly  command,  or  ruffian  hands 
Thy  people  to  grim  death  may  give  a  feast, 

W  hich  fiends  revolted,  might  view  with  horror, 

And  toast  it  in  this  fresh  and  spouting  gore, 

Making  the  hearths  of  thy  peaceful  youth, 

An  outraged  residence  of  lust,  of  wrath, 

Which  undisputed  as  a  primeval  right, 

Thy  base  destroyers  shall  with  mirth  enjoy, 

And  scorn  the  laws  of  sacred  God,  and  man. 

The  ties  of  filial  love,  affection’s  links, 

The  social  intercourse  of  friendship  sweet 
The  laws  judicial,  criminal,  the  codes 
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from  dire  excesses  and  villians  to  refrain, 

And  keep  them  in  the  orbit  of  obedience 
Which  to  pervert  do  thou  instantly 
Give  to  each  legion,  order,  and  direction, 

1  hat  to  some  separate  and  valued  post 
A  soldier  hie,  even  now  the  traitors 
Of  whom  I  speak,  at  their  fell  rendezvous 
Are  plotting  the  best  method  to  depose  thee ! 

O,  my  lords, 

I.et  not  ignoble  slaves  overcome  you, 

Or  plot  against  thy  v,  eal,  and  stute, 

Unknowing  of  thy  retributive  wrath, 

While  they 

Shall  fatten  on  the  sweets  our  fatherland 
I eemed  but  for  us,  forth  with  your  swords 
Or  thy  successful  obliterating  all 
1  he  records  of  our  liberty  aud  rights, 

With  victorious  o  er  our  vanquished  waste 
Make_bloodv  march!  rise  up,  my  countrymen, 

As  you  would  rise  against  a  cursed  host 
Of  bold  assassin,  thieves,  and  murderers, 

Who  God  regard  not,  nor  e’en  the  womb 
Which  to  the  world  such  loathsome  offal  gave, 

They  should  revere  !  I  go  to  capture  them.  [Axt7.] 

liich.  Go  after  him,  and  follow  where  he  leads, 

And  do  his  bidding  [£xft  Soldiers .] 

A my. — Who  would  be  a  king? 

To  feel  the  sorrows  of  a  king. 

liich. — How  not,  my  liege,  the  rugged  bear 
Whose  dire  embrace  is  circled  by  dark  death, 

Is  tameable,  lions,  yea,  the  hugest  quadruped 
Unknowing  of  it3  strength,  man  can  o’erbear 
And  bind  in  bondage  as  a  strengthless  child, 

And  shall  the  threats  of  insidious  foes 
Which  shun  the  light  afright  us  ? 

W  hen  declared  enemies  we  do  disdain. 

King. — Most  true. 

Rich. — The  villainy  of  mankind  ! 

King. — There  is  some  head  in  this  affair, 

A  wheel 

Which  sets  in  motion  the  infectious  whole. 

Rich. —  I  believe  it,  some  providence  guards  you, 

When  standing  on  the  brink 

Of  seeming  ruin  ;  chance  hath  often  snatched 

The  apparent  victim  from  a  gaping  grave. 

Like  the  famed  hero, 

Immortalized  by  the  stupendous  Byron, 

Who  on  the  wild,  mad  Tartar’s  back 
Lav  pinioned,  threatened  by  chasing  wolves, 
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The  blurring  tempest,  and  malicious  flood ; 
Eagles  too,  more  ravenous,  and  is  lilt 
As  ’twere  from  the  fatal  precipice 
By  fairy  aid,  or  enchanted  wand, 

To  shores  secure  and  friendly, 

King. — How  shall  I  thank  thy  love, 

The  worlds  back  shall  bend 

Bearing  thy  virtues  ’long  the  waters  of  time 

Which  flow  eternally. 


Enter  Baradass,  guarded  by  Bolini  and  a  number  of  soldiers. 

Rich. — Great  gods  ! 

King. — The  premier,  Baradass,  it  is. 

Rich. — Thy  cherish’d  friend. 

King. — O  for  twenty  avowed  foes 
E’er  one  mask’d  enemy. 

Rich. — Base,  base  ingratitude  ! 

King. — Is  he  not  blind  with  shame  ? 

Rich. — Who  thought  'twas  he  (now  perverted  to  a  fiend) 
That  ’gainst  thee  had  conspired  ? 

Can  friends  so  soon  forget 

The  kindness  of  their  favourers,  and  patrons, 

As  complot  their  murder  without  cause  malicious? 

King. — ’Tis  beyond  conceit ! 

Rich. — But  still  must  be  believed. 

King. — Heaven  combines  with  devils 
To  play  on  human  nature,  for  they  lend 
Beauty  of  person  to  wickedness  of  heart, 

Rich. — Alas!  Baradass. 

liara. — Grieve,  shed  tears,  thou  canst, 

It  was  thy  devilry  that  brought  me  here. 

Rich. — It  was  our  power,  aud  not  our  devilry 
That  dragg’d  you  hither,  your  will  for  safety  sake 
Had  kept  you  hence,  but  yesterday 
He  mixed  within  our  revels,  drank 
Kind  toasts  in  countless  numbers,  wished  all  weal  to 
This  fair  country,  the  while  its  downfall 
And  our  most  bloody  abhorred  assassination,  he 
At  the  same  hour  was  slyly  cogitating. 

Bara. — Pernicious  hell-wolf. 

King. — Baradass, 

Thou’st  riven  my  soul  ! 

Bara. — Would  it  could  see,  as  well  as  feel, 

What’s  hurtful  to  it!  Be  blind  ;  go  on  ; 

And,  like  wither’d  age,  be  childish  beside. 

Oh  !  my  liege, 

Most  bitterly  I’ve  wrong’d  thee.  But  Richelieu 
First  forged  the  plot. 
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King. — Ha ! 

Rich. — Base  serpent ! 

But  that  I’m  proof  to  thy  calumnies, 

They  perhaps  might  harm  me. 

King. — It  shall  not  harm  thee. 

Hick. — My  heart  bleeds. 

Bolini. — [aside.)  And  so  does  mine. 

King. — YVhat  urged  you  to  it/ 

Bolini. — Honour,  doubtless,  [aside.) 

Hick. — How  found  you  out  [to  Bolini.) 

This  leprous  business? 

Bolini. — A  son  of  mine, 

Misled  by  bad  advisers,  mixed  among 
A  number  of  the  traitors,  saw  their  works, 

And  learnt  the  very  germ  of  the  conspiracy  ; 

But  being  stricken  with  sorrow 
At  the  prodigious  horror  of  the  deem, 

In  compunctious  moments  unrolled  to  me 

Its  every  secret;  like  true  liegemen  loving 

Their  king  more  than  the  bribe  to  tempt  their  loyalty. 

Bara. — Can  Jove’s  resistless  meteors 
Fall  harmless  where  a  storm  commands, 

Passing  by  thy  brow,  smiting  it  not? 

Can  trembling  shocks, 

Blind  to  the  gross  iniquity  of  man, 

Of  earthquakes,  that  disturb  the  spheres 
With  anguish,  tribulation,  pass  the  spot 
Whereon  thou  standest,  and  shatter  regions 
Remote  and  distant?  Are  the  gods  blind 
To  thy  foul  sins?  If  so,  let  heaven 
Draw  in  her  engines  of  unbounded  love, 

Whilst  vice  marauding  reigns! 

Hick. — Dar’st  impugn  me  ? 

Bara. —  1  do;  and  well  thou  knowest 
It  is  with  good  foundation,  threaten. 

I  know  the  issue  of  thy  plottings ; 

Yet  the  fear  of  what  slander  might  say, 

After  men’s  buried,  shall  not  debar 
My  speech  while  living  ! 

King.— Say  on.  Tis  thy  last  hour; 

Then  waste  it  not  in  twaddle. 

Kick. — If  he  do  charge  me, 

I  must  brave  it  out.  [crs/Ve."] 

Bara. — My  liege— for  king  thou  art 
Still  in  my  reverence— that  I’ve  err'd, 

Let  my  repentance  bear  a  faithful  witness; 

I’ve  err’d— how  err’d?  Is  it  error  to  wish  wel  ? 

If  so,  how  deep ’s  the  blasphemy  of  friendship, 

That  wisheth  well,  and  seals  it  with  an  oath ! 
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My  fault ! — what  fault  have  I  committed? 

Is  striving  to  redeem  a  people’s  greatness, 

Crime  ?  I  saw  my  land  the  cradle 
To  nourish  idlers — an  hive,  where  merit, 

Like  frugal  bees,  piled  up  their  hard-earn’d  stores; 
When  scarce  the  work  were  finish’d,  avarice  came, 
And  bore  away  the  treasures  of  their  toil — 

The  proud-won  coin  that  buyeth  independence, 

The  noble  labour  of  assiduous  hands. 

I  saw  my  country  ’neath  an  infant’s  yoke — 

(Pardon  the  simile  to  your  prevailing’  weakness) — 
Sink  down  to  insignificance,  droop 
Beneath  the  power  that  should  sustain  her  in 
Her  first-born  pride  and  noble  dignity. 

I  saw  her  glory  like  a  flower  decay, 

And  in  each  office  servants  of  corruption  ; 

Partiality  had  bribed  the  learned  pen 
To  chronicle  achievements  never  won, 

And  set  upon  the  fair,  good  cheek  of  history 
The  mask  of  falsehood,  hiding  lovely  truth  ; 

Our  arts  to  copyisms  slow  had  waned, 

Our  genius  to  mere  talent  had  digress’d  : 

Law,  always  roguish,  more  grasping  had  become, 

And  e’en  the  faculty  from  tampering  human  life, 

Was  not  exempt;  the  people’s  weal,  well  doing, 
Greatly  retarded  by  the  public  burdens, 

Suffered  in  the  general  wreck,  and  wept 
In  vain  for  help  and  friendly  renovation  ! 

I  saw  this ;  and  1  panted  to  obtain 
M  hat  matters  were  propitious  to  my  country, 

Also  to  crush  what  might  but  prove  her  bane  ; 

Then  paused,  for  so  great  a  work 
As  this  sweet  soil  from  ruin  to  redeem, 

Required  thought;  I  weigh’d  my  life  at  naught, 
Beholding  the  greatness  of  my  desire, 

1  hinking  how  life,  'ere  now,  for  merest  trifles, 

Hath  direfully  been  sacrificed,  and  form’d  this  plot, 

I  he  which  that  craft  Cardinal  augmented 
With  his  infernal  help,  barren  of  which 
All  things  had  plodded,  and  hapless  France, 

From  levity,  folly,  were  for  ever  free. 

I  he  gods  that  are  above, 

Behold  my  motives  in  their  true  light, 

To  whose  care  I  soon  shall  w’end, 

I  do  commit  them,  destroy  my  country. 

’Tis  I  that  would  uplift  thee  to  the  height 
Of  patriarchal  years;  and,  though  base  you  make  me 
An  inward  purity  I  still  possess, 

VI  hich,  tried  by  time,  and  nobler  man’s  opinion, 
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Should,  as  the  metal  which  is  corruptless, 

And  still  remains,  so  though  it  be 
O’erflooded  in  the  hot  and  boiling  tide 
Which  art  hath  made  of  nature’s  dross. 

As  heaven  design’d  deceit  to  prove  men  true, 

The  test  shall  still  be  spotless  as  the  maiden’s  heart, 

As  clear  as  are  virginial  springs, 

E’re  they’re  by  man  corrupted, 

Unknown  to  lust  or  love. 

King. — The  way  to  rest  secure, 

Is  not  with  fortresses  to  defend  ourselves, 

But  to  disarm  our  frowning  enemies. 

Your  public  motives  are  officious  ones, 

Needless  and  superfluous.  What  individual  right 
Did  my  ancestry  delegate  to  thee 
To  sway  my  own  maternal  kingdom  ? 

It  is  presumption  on  thy  part,  therefore  ; 

For  such  presumption  must  thou  suffer, 

Which  sufferance  is  unmitigated  death. 

Prepare  thee,  then. 

Barn. — My  liege, 

With  each  man's  death  great  nature  feels  a  pang — 

King. — No  word  !  To  plead  for  life  is  useless  ; 

Though  rude  in  eloquence,  you  did  essay 

To  invoke  the  elements!  [Exit.] 

Rich. — Oh,  thou  caitiff!  [/o  Baradass ] 

Thou  hatest  Richelieu?  Thou  double-breasted  panther! 

Which  holds  a  heart  of  love  and  enmity, 

That  can  whisper  softly  as  sweet  music, 

Such  as  seraphs  play  when  they  dance  ’long  the  spheres, 

Which  they  do  in  their  skyey  rambles, 

Or  roar  within  thy  foe’s  awed  ear 

As  loud  as  Boreas.  Lead  him  to  execution! 

Wre  must  be  just,  as  well  as  merciful, 

Nor  sacrifice  the  one  to  the  other, 

Being  wisely  forcible,  yet  not  passionate 
Or  blindly  rash.  Lead  him  to  the  scaffold  ! 

Before  thou  goest,  O  Baradass!  repent. 

I  have  ye,  ha ! 

Bara. — Consummate  hypocrite  ! 

Rich. — Erring  mortal  ! 

Bara. — Out,  devil! 

Rich. — Repent,  repent! 

Bara. — Oh,  that  thou  wert  a  soldier  ! 

And  in  the  field. 

Rich' — I’d  take  all  odds, 

For  I  can  wield  the  sword  as  well  as  crucifix, 

In  place  of  words  divine.  Poor  worm  ! 

Bara. — Taunt  on  ! 
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Thy  victim  smiles  with  confidence. 

Rich. — Repent  thy  sins  ;  hang  up  the  Cardinal ! 

The  wily  priest !  I  have  thee!  Ha  !  ha !  Poor  rouge  ! 
Repent,  good  Baradass;  honest,  loyal  Baradass,  be  sorrowful, 
And  rend  the  air  with  wailings.  The  block 
Waits,  like  a  bloodhound,  to  devour  thee  up. 

Insatiate  as  is  the  maw  of  hell, 

The  gulphing  sea,  or  still  more  greedy  time. 

Pray,  pray,  be  stricken  with  remorse  ; 

Howl,  like  blasted  souls,  for  mercy  ! 

It  will  delight  my  heart  to  hear  tliee  yell, 

And  see  thy  form  gasp  'neath  the  stings 
Of  conscience,  terrible  and  retributive. 

Canst  not  spare  a  groan?  a  single  shriek? 

No  supplicating  plea?  that  the" wild  imps 
Of  acherous  breeding,  may  rend  not  thy  limbs. 

Fleshless,  yet  sensitive  of  thy  bewailing  soul, 

Canst  look  on  death,  like  Ion  or  Electra, 

The  tragic  martyrs,  who,  in  mimic  valour, 

Confront  the  horrors  of  consuming  death 
In  varied  shapes,  from  polished  steel  to  fire? 

Oh,  it  is  well!  Smile  on.  1  hold  thy  life, 

Cpon  a  breath  suspended.  Sink  it,  then, 

And  let  the  axe  make  justifiable  division, 

"  hich  I  to  do,  would  be  what  men  call  slaughter  j 
But,  nevertheless,  a  dear  and  right  revenge. 

"  hen  thou  art  gone,  I  am  from  terrors  freed. 

Headsman,  away  !  and  let  him  quickly  bleed  ! 

END  OF  THE  FOURTH  ACT. 


ACT  V. 

Scene  I. — A  Garden  attached  to  the  Palace. 
Enter  Carrizi. 

Carri. — I'll  have  that  vixen’s  image 
Painted  on  every  hoard,  that  the  unlearn’d 
In  woman’s  wiles  may  see  them  in  her  face, 

And  be  advised.  Horsewhip  me !  In  truth, 

I  am  wonder-struck,  as  well  as  beaten. 

[ Enter  Aleni.] 

The  fire  of  revenge  heats  my  blood 
Almost  to  frenzy.  Horsewhipp’d!  O  fate! 
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That  the  paltry  knave’s  life  could  pay 
For  my  dishonour ! 

Aleni. — What  say  you  of  horsewhipping? 

Carri. — Ho!  Aleni,  as  I  breathe.  Horsewhipping?  I  said 
naught, 

My  kind,  good  Aleni,  of  horsewhipping. 

Aleni. — I  heard  thee  say  but  now, 

That  thou  wast  beaten.  Verily,  I  repeat,  horsewhipp'd  ! 

Carri. — In  sooth,  thou’rt  mistaken  ;  yea,  I  said  beaten, 

And  might  be  horsewhipp’d;  but  that  matters  not. 

To  tell  thee  truth,  a  worthless  friend  of  mine, 

That  is  a  common  gentleman  o’  the  court, 

A  dog,  a  very  cur,  a  fellow  that, 

For  froward  impudence  and  presuming  boldness, 

Has,  I  think,  no  consort;  he  has,  forsooth, 

As  all  such  hollow  rascals  should, 

Who  against  etiquette  of  honour  offend, 

Received  from  the  hand  he  injured, 

Proper  chastisement,  and  the  thought  of  which 
Drew  from  my  senseless  and  neglectful  tongue 
The  strange  ejaculations  that  you  wot  of. 

Aleni. — Thou  say’st  thy  friend  ? 

Carri. — As  I  am  a  lord  and  a  courtier. 

Aleni. — A  most  vile  usage ! 

Carri. — And,  between  thou  and  me,  Aleni, 

The  rogue  hath  done  most  grievous  harm 
On  my  offenceless  person. 

Aleni. — Thy  person  ? 

Carri. — ’Lack !  I  mean  my  friend. 

Aleni. — The  gross  misrepresenter  !  [aside.]  Would  that  I, 
Carrizi, 

To  assist  you,  had  been  by  thy  side. 

Carri. — Would  to  the  gods  thou  wert! 

His  hot  brain  and  quick  choler,  doubtless, 

Would  have  into  my  share  of  grief 
Nimbly  led  him.  [aside.'] 

Aleni . — I’d  have  fought  for  it.  Did’st  thou  ? 

Carri. — With  the  valour  of  Shaw,  I  assure  thee, 

I  paid  him  back  in  part. 

Aleni . — Thou  paid  him  ? 

Carri.—  Odd’s,  death  !  I  mean  my  friend. 

Aleni. — Didst  thou,  setting  that  business  aside, 

See  thy  sweet  fair  ? 

Carri. — Ay ;  and  my  fair 

Used  me  most  foully  [aside].  May  she  be  hang’d  for ’t! 

He  that  fondly  trusts  a  woman’s  word, 

Is  sure  to  be  deceived. 

Aleni. — She  received  thy  suit? 

Carri. —  And  gave  damnable  payment  in  exchange  [aside J. 
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Aleni. — Doubtless,  the  beauty  flew  to  tby  arms, 

As  fond  and  warm  as  ever  ? 

Carri. — Yes  ;  yes. 

Aleni. — Ah  !  ah  !  Carrizi,  I  have  done  you  wrong  ; 

So,  to  undervalue  thy  noble  parts, 

1  now  begin  to  credit 

The  power  of  thy  arts  and  thy  attractions, 

Where  once  disdainfully  I  their  influence  doubted ; 

It  was  a  fault. 

Carri.—  1  pardon  you,  I  pardon  you;  name  it  not. 

I  am  as  bold  as  Harry  Monmouth,  yet  so  gentle, 

My  wrath  forgets  a  wrong  with  its  acquittal. 

Aleni. — Thou  art  indeed  a  gracious  net 
To  snare  the  daughters  of  exquisite  Eve, 

And  worm,  with  thy  accomplishments  and  grace, 

About  their  tender  hearts. 

Carri. —  1  hou  shouldst  have  seen  her  hang 
About  my  neck,  press  to  my  bosom, 

As  one  enraptured,  and  each  fond  caress 
Sweetening  with  kisses. 

Aleni. — The  incorrigible  old  liar!  [ aside.] 

Carri. — With  the  pressure  of  her  embrace. 

Believe  me,  I  had  ado  to  ’scape  stifling. 

Aleni. — Content  herself, 

Holding  possession  of  every  blessing 
That  gives  to  live  joy’s  extatic  charm, 

Might  envy  you. 

Carri. — 1  do  not  abide  vanity  ;  but,  Aleni, 

^  on  know  I  do  possess  prolific  gifts. 

Aleni. — Gifts?  and  most  damnable  ones.  [Aside.'] 

Carri.—  Nature  hath  been  bountiful  to  me. 

Aleni.  In  bestowing  her  follies  upon  him.  [Aside.  1 
Carri. — My  voice  for  singing,  and  my  ready  wit, 

Give  me  free  passport  to  all  companies, 

Aleni.  And  after  makes  them  disgusted  with  thy  manners. 
A  cursed  recommendation.  [Aside.] 

(  arri. — My  company  is  greatly  sought  for. 

Aleni. — By  his  creditors.  [Aside.] 

Carri.  My  poetry,  too,  is  elaborate. 

Aleni. — In  its  faults.  [Aside.] 

(  arri. —  The  thread  of  my  works 
Is  so  fin  el)’  woven. 

Aleni.—-  True,  for  they  are  verily  a  black  thread, 
binging  of  naught,  save  murder  and  lechery.  [Aside.] 

Carri.  My  ideas  are  so  novel. 

Aleni.— In  their  absurdity.  [Aside.] 

(  atfi.  And,  to  boot,  I’ve  such  a  knowledge 
Of  my  mother  tongue. 

Aleni. — The  bad  part  out.  [Aside.] 
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Carri. — My  works  are  admitted  into  every  library. 
Aleni. — Hut  how  soon  are  they  sent  packing? 

Carri. — I’ve  hopes  to  be  immortal. 

Aleni. — And  wilt,  doubtless,  as  an  ass. 

Carri. — Why  gibe  me?  Though,  perchance, 

You  may  know  it  not,  or,  in  your  rapture, 

Bred  by  my  greatness  and  ability, 

Be  blinded  to  the  truth  you  can  but  own; 

Though  l  am  raised  by  men’s  exaltations, 

That  egotism’s  ban  affects  me  not. 

Aleni. — Preposterous  ass.  [Aside. ] 

Heaven  hath  been  generous  to  thee. 

Carri. —  I  ne’er  applaud  myself. 

Aleni. — Not  when  thou  sleepest, 

But  when  thou’st  hearers,  always.  [Aside. ~] 

1  compliment  thy  modesty. 

Carri. — And  though  vast  are  my  possessions 
Of  philologic  knowledge,  to  self  I  am  alone 
Indebted  for  it.  I  can  assure  thee,  Aleni, 

With  many  weary  hours  of  midnight  toil 
My  noble  attainments  were  all  purchased. 

But  look  at  my  reward — men’s  good  esteem  ; 

Their  praise,  their  meeds  of  merit.  \ea,  flattery. 

The  admittance  in  every  regal  court, 

Assembly,  company,  or  noted  circle, 

Gaining  from  each  respectful  observance 
And  admiration  for  my  mind  profound. 

And  more,  too,  a  name  amongst  the  learned, 

The  saged,  studious,  aspiring,  and  wise, 

That,  through  the  dimness  of  decaying  ages, 

Shall  look  like  fair  Aurora— ever  bright ! 

Aleni. — Thou  say’st  thou  art  to  self  alone  indebted 
For  these  same  havings  that  you  do  possess. 

Whence  come  these  robes  the  vestman  made  ? 

Which  shapes  in  truth  the  outward  gentleman. 

Whence  this  painted  cheek  ?  this  padded  calf? 

This  rounded  shoulder  ?  nicely  model’d  arm  ? 

Those  ivory  teeth?  which  perhaps  from  some  dead  corse, 
Where  for  long  years  they  had  done  service, 

Was  drawn,  and  but  to  serve  again 
A  fop  or  coxcomb’s  use.  Ihy  golden  locks 
Were  riven  from  some  roaring  madman’s  scalp, 

Or  pillaged,  not  from  the  vacant  brain ; 

Perhaps°own  their  soil  to  a  wanton’s  brow  ; 

Who,  lost  to  virtue,  uncared  for  by  the  world ; 

In  fell  destitution,  freezing  poverty, 

To  some  scion  ot  the  bowl  and  shears, 

Her  flaxen  ringlets  barter  d.  hie,  fie,  Carrizi ; 

Your  sire  and  your  mother  made  you  not; 
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It  was  the  tailor,  hatter,  hosier,  glover, 

I  he  weaver,  spinner,  cordwainer,  slaves, 

W  hose  crafts,  as  much  as  for  comfort,  are  to  mend 
Human  defects.  Pull  oil  your  trappings,  confess  yourself 
A  martyr  to  serpiego,  rheumatism,  gout, 

The  shivering  palsy,  or  more  terrible  sciatia, 

I  lax  the  errors  of  the  outward  man. 

\\  hy  say,  I'll  criticise  thy  mental  talent  ? 

Now  poor,  indeed,  your  actual  worth  will  seem, 

The  philologic  knowledge  that  you  prate  of 
Is  but  a  superficial  gleaning  of^the  matters 
Hived  into.  Thy  shallow  comprehension, 
l  or  lack  of  reason  her  could  understand. 

Your  eloquence  is  jarring  sentences, 

Which,  in  their  proper  sense  and  harmony, 

^lhou  hast  not  wit  to  conjugate  in  form  ; 

Thy  rhetoric  is  without  solidity; 

Phy  argument  quite  barren  of  all  interest; 

I  hy  powers  informant  stretch  but  as  far 
As  painting  beauty,  comments  on  the  maids 
1  hat  fill  the  court,  sprees  at  bawdy  taverns, 

Or  losses  of  some  dolt,  whom  the  gaming  table 
Hath  bankrupt  made,  the  relation  of  some  pun 
Engender’d  from  thy  fanciful  facetiae, 

Or  count  ol  duel  in  which  thou  conquerest 
Uith  words,  and  not  with  blood-letting  swords. 

(’am.— -Why,  thou  mountebank, 
hat  merit  have  I  abrogated  to  myself 
That  I  possess  not? 

([n-‘  LveiY  attainment  or  qualification 
Of  which  you  brag. 

(  arri. — Prithee,  hear  me  sing. 

Aleni.— A  bantling  roar,  or  a  dog  howl. 

Or  an  Irish  bagpipe  play. 

(  arri. — Why  dost  thou  revile  me? 

because  thou  art  so  opinionated. 

Ihou  st  lost  thy  trumpeter,  and,  flattering  thyself, 

Sinketh  in  the  quagmire  of  thy  praise 
I  hou  buildest  to  uplift  thee. 

h>T  S()l,r>d  the  lustre  of  thy  matchless  eve? 

I  ie  lightning  of  its  penetrating  glance, 

height  of  thy  Shaksperian  brow  ; 

1  (iv  nose  s  symmetry,  a  barbarous  and  misshaped  aquiline  • 
f  he  nimbleness  of  thy  leg  in  dancing ;  1  ’ 

1  hy  port  and  carriage,  d  la  militaire 
A  gross  and  pride-puff’d  piece  of  humanity 
As  ever  folly  and  vanity  compounded. 

From  trivial  intellects  and  trifles  bred, 
lieform  thou,  ere  to  the  grave  thou  goest, 
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Scoff’d  as  an  egotist  unto  the  last. 

Carri. — Shall  I  kill  him  myself, 

Or  have  him  garroted  ?  Not  that,  neither. 

I’ll  not  be  bang’d  for  so  worthless  a  rogue, 

But  I’ll  plot  mischiefs  ’gainst  the  villain  ! 

The  thought  out  shall  stay  my  present  anger. 

Scene  II. — Another  Chamber  in  the  Palace — the 

Richelieu. 

King . — ’Tis  strange 

That  men  can  so  forget  the  ways  of  heaven 
As  to  mistake  its  paths,  and  walk 
In  passages  of  evil. 

Rich . — I  weep  to  think  on  men’s  iniquities, 

So  base  are  they  ! 

King. — One  whom  I  so  richly  loved — one 
That  of  mankind,  next  thee,  my  Richelieu, 

I  most  preferr’d  ;  I  castigate  his  sin, 

Yet  love  the  man,  a3  gazers  at  a  play 
Condemn  what’s  heinous  in  the  piece 
And  not  its  representers. 

Rich. — We  all  have  our  foibles  and  errors, 

But  some  in  vileness  overpeer  the  rest. 

The  purest  marble, 

Along  whose  veins  the  purest  colour  flows, 

Hath  spots  of  gloomy  hue,  not  less  obliquos 
Though  they  are  not  seen,  hid  from  the  sight 
With  the  smooth  surface. 

King. — Heaven,  whose  smiles 
Makes  radient  every  object,  and  pours  love 
Like  seraphic  ether  o’er  mankind, 

Be  our  hope  and  guardianship  still, 

As  they  have  always  been. 

Rich. — Amen  is  my  response. 

King. — The  shock  of  traitors 
Who,  in  unbridled  fury,  dash  against 
The  bastions  of  our  wrath,  but  shake  awhile 
Their  might,  refracted  they  to  peace  subside. 

Then  justice  doth  pass  judgment  on  their  deeds, 

Their  madden’d  plots  condemning.  The  dynasty  of 

Shall  alone  uphold  itself  till  right  legitimate 

O’erthrovvs  it  ;  then  its  glaring  and  attendant  horror: 

Bound  in  the  fetters  of  unanimity 

To  exist,  shall  cease.  A  grain  of  guilt 

Shall  rather  win  eternal  blasphemy 

Than  the  smallest  doit  of  truth  and  honour 

Should  go  unpraised!  the  usurper’s  fame 

That  is  upon  a  fatted  people  built, 

That  power  accrued  by  shallow  treachery. 


f  Exit .] 

[  Exeunt.  J 
King  and 


treason 
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Which  to  rebellion  whips  the  discontented  ? 

Oft  memorialised  in  characters  ol  blood, 

Bv  every  noble  honest  heart  abhorred, 

Shall  find  no  living  tongue  to  ’plaud  it, 

Or  ingrate  pen  in  history 
To  give  it  celebration. 

Rich. — True,  if  error  finds  a  nurse 
How  strong  the  offspring  thrives. 

Sleep  you,  niv  liege,  to-day 

In  the  same  chamber  you  are  wont? 

King. — Strange  question  ! 

I  may  do  so,  why  ask  you? 

Rich. — Because,  my  liege,  I  think  ’twcre  dangerous. 

King. — What  newer  villainy  awaits  me? 

Rich. — Knowing  the  recent  essay  on  the  state 
Amongst  the  more  prominent  of  our  thoughts 
Should  stand  forth  caution. 

King.  I’m  glad  thou  mindst  me  on’t, 

Who  knows  the  heart  of  man  ? 

Rich. — Ah!  who  indeed,  so  subtle  are  our  race. 

King. — It  shall  not  trouble  me. 

Rich. — We  must  be  wary.  What  tongue  can  prove 
There  is  not  even  at  this  moment  brewing 
Some  fiendship  plot,  related  to  the  recent  revolt 
And  the  prime  aim  and  issue  of  it 
Thy  harmless  life,  sleep  you  this  afternoon  away 
In  some  chamber  more  retired,  villains  deceived 
If  thy  surmise  suggests  what  may  exist 
Mistaken  in  your  place  and  whereabouts 
May  in  their  bloody  and  most  fell  intentions 
Be  foiled,  had  Duncan  never  slumbered 
Beneath  the  battlements  of  Cawdar’s  Castle 
His  life  were  whole,  and  Macbeth’s  hands 
Unstained  by  murder. 

King. — Though  many  in  the  foul  conspiracy  concerned 
May  chance  have  'scaped,  they  will  not  sure 
Attempt  my  assassination, 

Rich. — Who  knows  what  malice  and  hate  may  do, 

If  you  but  give  it  scope  and  means 
To  vent  its  rancour?  I’ll  lead  him  away 
Under  pretence  ’tis  for  his  weal  and  safety, 

And  in  some  remote  region  of  the  Palace, 

Without  a  dread  of  sore  discovery, 

His  cries  being  smothered  in  the  mantle 
Of  intervening  distance,  he  may  he  slaughtered, 

Then  his  body  cast  into  the  Seine,  or  buried, 

As  circumstances  may  at  best  suggest, 

Wrill  tell  no  future  tale.  Beseech  you,  my  liege, 

Be  not  too  confident  of  hollow  men 
W  ho  slay  sometimes  while  they  caress  you. 
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King. — I’ll  follow  thy  direction, 

In  the  western  wing  of  the  Palace  will  I  to-day 
Take  my  repose;  shall  I  see  you,  Richelieu, 

At  the  confessional  to-day? 

Rich. — You  will,  my  liege! 

Pouring  out  thanks  for  thy  preservation 
Through  every  trying  danger. 

King. —  We  will  our  prayers  commingle. 

Rich. — Gladly,  my  good  liege. 

King. — I  know  thy  devotion,  farewell, 

Fail  not  to  see  me  in  the  even.  [A’xif.] 

Rich. — Heaven  guard  you: — fail  not  in  the  even, 

O  we  shall  never  meet,  the  vast  division 
That  separates  high  Paradise  from  hell 
Will  sever  us.  O  God,  when  next  we  meet. 

The  enchanter  Death  thy  shape  transforming 
Will  give  the  angels  symmetry  and  mould, 

The  abyss  of  oblivion 

Will  ’whelm  my  sinful  soul,  whiles  thou 

Dwellest  in  scenes  of  joy. 

I,  when  the  day  of  condemnation  comes,  may  be 
A  toy  for  fiends,  I’ll  dwell  not  on’t. 

The  gain  or  loss  of  Eden  an  hypothesis 

Shall  take  from  solid  thought  no  moment 

Or  harrow  my  heart.  Good  Bolini,  who  I  can  trust  to  do 

The  business,  shall  finish  the  work 

Which  Baradass  began. 


Enter  Bolini. 

Bolini. — Here  at  the  hour. 

Rich. —  Punctual  in  word  and  deed, 

Right  faithful  Bolini, 

My  ripest  commendations  are  thy  own, 

For  thy  past  service  merits  best  reward. 

Bolini. — How  did  I  play  my  part,  your  grace? 

I  lack’d  not  physic. 

Rich. — Thou  voiced  it  loudly, 

I  praise  the  quality  of  thy  lungs. 

Bolini. — My  hire?  a  weighty  one  I  hope, 

Good  deeds  meiit  good  reward. 

Rich. — \jgives  purse.~\  ’Tis  there,  neglected  merit 
Oft  breaks  the  heart  of  servitors,  to  cherish 
Those  that  do  render  us  good  service. 

We  must  be  wary. 

Bolini. — Is  there  naught  else 
In  which  I  may  my  duty  render, 

And  show  my  gratitude,  till  now, 

Unspoken,  unexpressed  ? 
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Rich. — Well  remember’d,  a  trifling  matter 
Wherein  I  cannot  personally  be  seen, 

Waits  for  completion,  after  the  which  is  done, 

The  purport  of  which,  I  will  inform  you  of, 

Thou  must  repair  with  this  sufficient  means 
To  keep  the  remainder  of  thy  days — 

Thyself  in  affluence,  unto  some  shore  abroad — 
Continent  that  ne’er  may  glean 
The  purple  records  left  behind  you; 

Nor  on  its  verdant  shoulders  bear 
A  sound  of  infamy,  or  word  of  shame ; 

For  those  flying  from  their  native  land, 

Wherein  they  have  enacted  evil  deeds. 

Encouraged  massacres,  or  by  other  methods 
Won  from  mankind  a  curse  of  execration, 

Are  olten  followed  by  their  infamies, 

Which  makes  their  refuge  in  disgrace  as  harsh 
As  the  deserted  soil  they  fain  would  shun. 

Bolini. — How  deep  thou  ’rt  read  in  things  and  men, 
And  words  thou  hast  to  clothe  what  you  surmise. 

The  business  ?  1  d  hang  fifty  bishops  up, 

E’er  I  'd  harm  the  limb  of  a  footpud. 

Rich. — ’Tis  this,  this  afternoon  in  an  inner  chamber, 
For  better  security,  the  King  doth  lie. 

A  removal  made  by  me,  the  better 
To  take  him  noiseless  off.  Go  thou  there; 

First  gently  calling  him,  to  find 
If  slumber’s  key  belocks  his  wandering  sense. 
Perchance  he  may  answer;  if  so,  make  excuse 
That  you  keep  watch  by  my  special  order 
About  that  branch  of  the  palace.  If  he  sleeps, 

As  I  expect  he  will,  do  thou  with  all  speed 
Write  upon  the  final  page  of  his  existence 
Finis  and  conclusion.  In  the  small  armoury, 

To  which  with  this  latch-key  you  may  gain  access, 
There  is  a  sword  of  his — a  weapon 
Of  beauty,  which  he  sometimes  wears, 

But  for  his  humour,  and  the  display 
Of  its  exquisite  workmanship  and  cast. 

Take  thou  that,  the  better  to  secure 
Silence  and  secrecy  in  the  dread  work ; 

For  none  doth  know  what  things  may  come  about, 

Or  tell-tale  time,  with  gossip  lips  unfold. 

The  deed  may  seem  his  own.  But,  Bolini, 

Were  it  not  best  to  bury  him  at  once, 

Nor  leave  him  to  contaminate  the  wind  ? 

Bolini. — It  ou  speak  obscurely.  You  say, 

“  The  King  sleeps  so  and  so  ;  ”  “  There  is  a  sword :  ” 

“  Were  it  not  best  to  bury  him  at  once,” 

0  • 
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(Lest  his  dread  ghost  should  offended  rise, 

And  charge  ye  with  his  slaughter,)  I  conclude? 

Ilow  else?  Touch’d  by  these  insinuations, 

The  King  is  to  be  assassinated ;  and  my  hand 
The  hand  to  break  his  thread  of  being, 

As  ’twere  a  flaxen  cord — that  so  calmly 
As  if  ’mongst  friends  I  sat  to  quaff 
Mirth’s  full  potations.  It  is  a  frightful  act 
I  (mail  to  do! 

Rick. — Quail!  Why  quail?  Shall  the  deed  alone, 
When  the  fatal  issues  that  oft  attend 
Such  ruffian-work  are  made  os  neutral — 

Speechless  in  their  bitterness,  and  in  revenge 
Harmless  as  infants.  Why,  how  comes  this? 

Thy  daring  melted  into  cowardice  ! 

Shrinks,  where  it  should  stand  tirin  ! 

Deny  my  wish,  and  I  will  have  you  rack’d, 

Or  buried  midwaist  in  hard-teinper’d  clay, 

Then  leave  you  to  perish,  as  the  ancients  did 
Their  confess’d  enemies;  or,  far  more  harrowing, 

In  some  gloomy  cavern,  from  human  eyes  and  light 
Quite  separated,  shalt  thou  be  burnt — 

Yea,  on  the  embers  of  fresh  green  wood, 

To  linger  out  thy  galling,  tort’rous  pain  ; 

Or  declared,  and  openly,  a  conspiring  traitor 
Against  the  kingdom,  shalt  thou  on  the  city  gates, 
Crisp’d  by  the  frost,  and  whitened  by  the  wind, 

Till  rotted,  hang! 

Bolini. — My  misgiving 
Lived  but  a  moment.  O’er  the  sternest 
Thoughts  of  remorse  will  sometimes  steal. 

Feelings  of  resolution  sink  beneath  it, 

As  dwarfs  retreat  before  the  power 
Of  men  gigantic.  I  am  ready,  your  grace ; 

Give  me  the  means  to  do  it. 

Rich. —  Haste  ye,  then!  And  when  done, 

And  his  vile  carcase  disposed  of, 

Come  to  my  lobby.  Take  this  key, 

And  get  the  dirk.  No  wavering  hesitation, 

But  strike,  and  strike  deeply  !  Bring  with  you 
Some  certain  sign  of  his  decease ; 

So  that  my  fears,  by  the  proof  made  easy, 

May  rest  in  quiet.  I  must  be  calm ; 

Nor  as  the  coward  King  of  hated  Albion’s  shore, 
Suggest,  propose,  and  parley  with  the  slaves 
That  low  should  bend  to  his  all  regal  will; 

As,  when  plotting  the  death  of  the  urchin  Arthur, 
His  heart  is  sad,  till  Hubert,  the  serf, 

Consents  to  slay  him.  Then,  as  if  fate 
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Had  blest  him  with  a  gracious  boon, 

He  deigns  to  smile. 

Bolini. — Many,  for  doubtful  gain 
Have  acts  revolting  and  bloodily  committed ; 

Then  why  should  I  pause,  when  doth  wait  the  end 
Certain  emolument  ? 

Rich. — Conscience  often  shakes  the  sternest, 

Leaving  false  valour  as  a  worthless  prey — 

A  shallow  courage,  built  upon  bravado. 

But  to  this  machination 

Repugnant  thoughts,  like  flowers  that,  drooping,  bend 
Before  the  torrid  warmth  of  rich  Aurora, 

Perish  when  combated  with  resolution! 

Did  menial  blood  within  my  bosom  hold 
An  habitation,  undisputed,  free — 

Did  the  generation  from  which  I  sprang 
Consist  of  beggars,  knaves,  or  wandering  rogues, 

A  wasteful  refuge  from  a  race  select, 

Cast  forth  as  valueless,  being  a  poisonous  leprosy 
Set  like  a  scar  on  the  bright  earth’s  skin; 

A  progeny  of  villainous  ancestors, 

With  treason’s  vices  pack’d  upon  their  names, 

Enough  alone  to  damn  their  entire  line; 

And  they  were  centred  in  this  case  of  clay. 

Each  fault  most  busy  in  its  special  action, 

Corruptions  exuding  life  infectious  plagues; 

And,  but  to  contaminate  my  kin  and  kind, 

I'd  be  as  ardent  in  my  bloody  cause 
As  fiends  are  nimble  to  entrap  men’s  souls, 

Bearing  them,  yelling,  on  their  fiery  backs, 

To  be  in  hell’s  distracting  spheres  confined, 

Feeding  for  ever  on  destructive  flame. 

On  will  I  stride,  as  the  whirlwind,  fierce ! 

Woe  to  the  obstacles  that  my  way  impede  ! 

For  I,  like  the  avalanche  before  me, 

When  set  in  motion,  wild  destruction  bear. 

History  shall  be  the  flambeau 

To  light  my  fame  down  the  way  of  time, 

That  the  wonder  of  my  daring  acts 
May  to  eternity’s  consuming  close 

Thread  its  sure  steps  in  safety.  [Exeunt. ] 

Scene  III. — Another  Chamber  in  the  Palace ;  the  King  seated. 

King. — Oh,  sweet  were  greatness,  if  we  could  divest 
Our  power  of  danger,  and  the  frowning  cares 
Which,  as  if  made  to  mar  its  glory, 

High  o’er  great  State  in  threatening  aspect  hang, 
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Disperse  as  vapours.  But  it  is  the  lot 

Ot'  those  that  regal  possessions  thriftless  own, 

To  be  the  objects  of  euvy,  ever 
Marks  of  revenge  or  shaded  jealousy, 

Or  worser  victims  of  fanatic  zeal, 

Who,  blinded  by  false  opinion,  stab 
Where  they  should  reverence,  guard,  protect. 

Yea,  and  think  holily,  and,  too,  with  grace, 

Their  victims  hath  but  suffer'd  fate  deserved. 

Their  only  fault,  a  rich  inheritance, 

Vast  store  of  wealth,  by  labour  perhaps  accrued, 

Or  coveted  little  by  a  perished  race  ; 

Left  as  an  heir-loom  of  distinction, 

Monarchial  right  or  governmental  sway. 

Ah!  I  am  not  mirthful  as  1  was  ; 

A  thrill  of  awe  with  cold  and  wintry  dread, 

Cramps  the  quick  passage  of  my  blood ; 

And  where  I  should  dwell  in  repose 

Imparts  unquiet  fear;  yet,  what  fear  should  I  feel, 

Dwelling  with  friends  in  forged  security  ; 

And  now  this  plot  is  quell’d,  surrounded 
By  a  happy  and  uncomplaining  people. 

Poor  Baradass  !  thy  fate  indeed  was  sad, 

Born  of  good  blood,  bred  up  with  dignity, 

And  but  to  perish  on  a  shameless  scaffold. 

I  almost  repent 

I  sent  him  thither,  the  fault  he  did  alone 
And  not  my  wrath  unto  the  hollow  grave. 

So  suddenly  despatch’d  him;  all  such  traitors 
Howe’er  our  scruples  would  ameliorate, 

The  rigour’s  strictures  of  retributive  justice 
Should  suffer  alike,  for  the  laws  of  God, 

As  well  as  men,  demandeth  more 

Observance  than  respect,  those  that  so  grossly  abuse 

The  ordinations  of  a  power  Supreme. 

Sleep  quite  subdues  my  thoughts;  sweet  balm, 

That  gives  to  the  worn  frame  a  nourishment 
So  gentle  and  refreshing.  [Slumbers.] 

[ Enter  Bolini.] 

Bolini. — So  he  reposes. 

Come  forth,  my  steel,  thou  comest  unwelcomely 
From  thy  absorbing  sheath,  be  busy  in  thy  work. 

Oh  my  king ! 

Ere  to  the  throne  of  heaven  I  dedicate 

Thy  soul  seraphic,  let  grief  at  the  extreme,  awhile, 

Mourn  o’er  thy  fate  somewhat  regretfully 

Nor  strike  at  thy  bare  and  defenceless  bosom 

Harsh  and  remorselessly ;  to  thee  my  allegiance 

Is  bound  by  oath,  I  stealthily  come 
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In  sleep,  with  crimson  hands,  to  butcher 
That  lordly  majesty  I  should  defend  ; 

Oh  damn’d  homage  that  ’neath  devotion 
Cherishes  the  adder’s  venom,  tiger’s  spleen  ; 

Thy  next  waking  will  be  in  the  spheres 
That  Omniscience  has  made  everlastingly 
The  residence  of  liberated  souls  ; 

Thy  life  so  full  of  fluctuating  hues, 

Scenes  whose  beauty  waver  with  the  wind, 

W  ill  soon  assume  the  gloomy  shade  of  death  ; 
And  in  their  pristine  favour  bloom  no  more; 

Oh  hard  that  we  should  do  what  we  regret  to  do  ; 
But  which  sad  event  imposes  on  us. 

Cursed  be  the  time 

That  gives  men  space  to  enact  evil  deeds  ; 
bor  halt  the  crimes  on  human  hands  imposed, 

W  ould  ne’er  in  catalogues  of  sin  be  writ, 

If  opportunities  damn’d  hateful  aid 
^  ork  d  not  the  villainies  which  men  project. 

Oh,  night!  oh,  gloom  !  oh,  darkness!  oh,  chaos  ! 
I  hou  burier  of  nature’s  falling  ruins, 

And  obscusive  veil  that  hides  the  secret  ills 
By  hands  atrocious  grimly  perpetrated. 

Ape  not  the  image  of  eternity, 

I  hat  I,  expectant  of  thy  speedy  close, 

May  tread  no  further  in  this  wickedness  ; 
l  or  fain  the  steps  1  have  untrembling  trod, 

Would  I,  repentant  of  my  fault  retrace, 

And  cease  to  contemplate  with  bloody  soul 
The  dread  commitment  of  this  awful  horror. 

O  God,  surcharge  the  earth 
W  ith  lurid  flame,  and  blazing  waves  of  light, 

I  hat  frighted  at  discovery,  1  may 

Be  stricken  with  compunction,  and  depart 

1  his  rending  scene.  Heaven  hears  not  my  words, 

And  seems  itself  to  be  propitious  to 

The  dire  completion  of  this  hellish  work  ; 

Since  I  appeal  in  vain  unto  the  skies, 

I  he  elements  of  love  I  will  invoke. 

Wake,  tempests,  wake  !  and  from  your  airy  beds 
Rise  up  ;  seize  from  the  god  of  storms 
I  he  blazing  meteor,  and  plunge  it  down, 

And  be  my  form  the  lirst  it  devastates. 

Are  there  not  convulsions  hidden 
Within  the  bowels  of  the  choleric  globe? 

There  is.  And  now  I  supplicate 
I  he  jailors  that  keep  prison-bound  the  seas 
Of  liquid  fire;  that  feeds  volcanic  rage, 

And  irritates  its  fury  to  whelm  the  world. 
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All  is  silent;  and  night’s  peaceful  mien 
To  calm,  sedate,  unruffled.  Destiny  ordains  it, 

And  I  must  on.  The  agencies  I  hail 
Are  deaf;  I  must  be  brief;  a  blow, 

A  struggle,  half-articulated  prayer,  or,  perchance, 

A  stifled  curse,  and  all  will  be  completed. 

I  ’ve  read  in  noyels  and  romantic  books, 

The  surest  way  to  kill  a  sleeping  man 
Is,  to  find  the  beating  of  his  heart; 

That  sought,  place  upon  its  faint  vibrations 
The  fatal  steel,  and  then  direct  it  home. 

A  curious  theory, 

I  ’ll  place  most  suddenly  in  practice. 

[Bolini  opens  the  king's  vest ,  and  places  the  sword  upon  the  bare 

breast.  ] 

My  nerves  be  tough  as  is  thy  stubborn  grain, 

And  fate  could  wish  no  better. 

King. — Almighty  God,  I  give  my  soul  to  thee, 

Thy  mercy,  the  only  recommendation 
To  such  great  favour. 

Bolini. — Muttering  in  his  sleep,  he  seems 
To  apprehend  his  murder.  I’ll  not  kill  the  king, 

Chance  what  will  come,  whatever  may.  [Exit.~] 

King. — [ Rising  up.~]  Oh  frightful  vision!  more  than  phantasy 
Before  my  mental  eye  ; 

Panoramic  views  of  blood  and  massacre 
Progress’d,  as  does  the  revolution  scenes 
Of  vasty  India,  or  Missouri  wild; 

Which,  as  if  on  their  special  axis  turning, 

Alternate  prospects  show.  Treason  !  treason  !  treason  ! 

The  door  I  now  but  lock’d  I  see 

Is  open  and  unbarr’d ;  and  this  strange  visor, 

Rusted  with  disuse,  an  oxided  remnant 
Of  antique  arms,  doth  mutely  confess  it,  shielded 
A  villain’s  brow.  My  sword,  too,  here  ! 

But  yesterday  within  the  armoury  it  was 
Safely  deposited.  Some  wretch  would  fain  my  life  attempt. 
Perhaps  frightened  by  some  rude  unwelcome  noise, 

Or  gasp  of  conscience,  threw  the  steel  away, 

And  after  fled  himself.  I’ll  about  the  palace, 

And  with  loud  voice  raise  all  up 
Kindly  to  me  disposed.  But  first  to  Richelieu. 

His  gentle  love  will  think  I  but  neglect  it, 

Lacking  to  tell  him  of  my  danger 
Before  less  valued  men. 


[Exeunt.] 
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Scene  IV. — A  corridor  in  another  part  of  the  Palace , 
enter  Bolin i  hastily. 

Bolini. — A  crisis  is  at  hand, 

Fatal  to  me  and  the  Cardinal, 

If  it  but  grows  to  full  maturity, 

I  know  not  what  to  tell  him, 

See  him,  I  must,  death  awaits  us  both, 

For  on  discovery  our  fates  are  certain. 

Sure  I  can  stir  in  him  remorse 

By  heightening  the  manner  of  the  king’s  decease; 

For  those  have  melted  o’er  a  pitiful  narrative, 

Whose  hearts  were  hardened  by  ulterior  vice, 

That  done,  he  supposing  the  king  is  dead, 

How  easy  for  me  to  bring  about 
Reasons  to  wish  him  once  alive  again, 

And  prove  him  so,  the  care  of  which  shall  pay 

With  its  own  fruit,  my  pains  which  none  can  say 

Are  gotten  undeserved.  [ Exit.! 

Scene  V. — Richelieu’s  chamber ,  Richelieu  pacing  the  stage, 

with  rapid  strides. 

Rich. — Time  holds  a  course  retrogadc, 

Or  my  impatience  makes  hours  seem  slow, 

W  hich  spent  on  goodly  care  and  watching, 

Would  melt  before  the  fancy  as  soft  snows 

Subside  at  Sol’s  advance.  What  makes  him  to  delay  ? 

Murder  must  creep  with  noiseless  steps 
That  would  be  deadly  and  effectual. 

He  cannot  sure  have  failed.  O  fool, 

I  should  have  slain  the  puerile  king  myself, 

Yet  nothing  less  than  madness  made  me  depute 
Unto  powerless  and  distrustful  hands 
So  dire  an  office.  Hark,  the  wind  sighs, 

And  echo’s  trumpet  clamourously  receives 

Some  dying  mortal’s  shrieks;  yon  sturdy  winds 

Suspend  your  passages.  How  now?  half-suffocated  wailings 

Rush  through  the  thick  gloom  of  silence 

To  awe  and  startle  me,  all  is  silent ; 

But  I,  like  an  eager  ravenous  fiend, 

That  on  fell  slaughters  make  repast, 

Awaits  the  yell  of  death.  Could  we  hut  sum 
The  fractions  of  agony  that  on  guilt  await, 

How  much  wickedness  were  uncommitted, 

Thought  sinks  in  its  accorupt. 

Enter  Bolini. 

Thou’st  come,  thy  presence  thaws  the  ice 
That  chills  my  heart,  for  on  thy  lips  thou  bearest 
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The  new  seal  edict  that  exalts  me 
To  the  high  regions  where  royalty  exists, 

Or  lays  me  hopeless,  barren’ii  by  despair. 

Has?  has  would  inquire,  has  Louis  fallen? 

But  shame  garrotes  my  words. 

liolini. — I  am  all  grief. 

The  king — our  sovereign — gentle  as  he  was 
With  all  his  errors — 

Rich. — Is  dead. 

liolini. — Alas  so,  and  worse  to  know  by  me. 

Rich. — Be  sorrowful,  and  wither  in  your  grief; 

What  gives  thee  pain,  imparts  to  me  relief, 

Excess  of  joy,  sweet  tidings. 

liolini. — Tears  cannot  cleanse  my  hands,  though  mercy  may. 

Rich. —  How,  now,  why  weep  at  what 
Thou  shouldst  but  smile  at? 

Bolini. — To  the  feelings  of  bare  pity, 

Thou  art  insensible. 

Rich. — Be  not  too  rude, 

I  can  revenge  as  well  as  prompt  to  do  so. 

liolini. — Not  rude,  though  bold  1  speak, 

Fearing  not  my  hearers. 

Rich. — I  would  be  at  peace  with  all,  now, 

Nor  step  in  blood  aught  further.  Therefore, 

Thy  say  go  uncastigatcd.  How'  died  he  ? 

liolini. — Resigned  and  patiently. 

Rich. — I  almost  repent  me,  too, 

Of  the  dire  action,  cauld  it  bring  a  crown 
Unsullied  by  guilt  to  my  coveting  head. 

It  were  a  temptation  fit  to  allure 

Saints  from  above.  But,  no  !  its  consort 

Must  be  perdition  through  perpetual  years, 

A  prey  to  fire  and  anguish. 

liolini. — Thou  may’st  groan  in  repentance 
Thousands  of  ages,  yea,  to  the  end  of  time 
Dilate  the  continuance  of  thy  misery  ; 

And  vet  the  sin  unexpiated  would  remain 
To  be  thy  plague. 

Rich. — Why  didst  thou  slay  him  ? 

Bolini. — Why  didst  thou  tempt  me  ? 

Rich. — Poor  is  the  man,  who  tempted 
Is  found  impure,  our  skill  should  be 
To  baffle  error,  and  not  conceive  new  ways 
For  its  disguising. 

Bolini.— Oh  that  I  could  hide  my  head 
Within  some  secret  cavern,  that  I  ne’er  may  see 
The  rays  of  daylight  more  ;  I  am  all  sorrow. 

Rich. — Cease,  your  words  rend  my  soul, 

As  the  revolving  paper  fiend  disparts 
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The  fibres  of  soft  pulp. 

Bolini. — First,  wither  in  flesh,  and  let  thy  form 
Be  food  for  thoughts  remorseful,  then  despise 
Thy  wassail  cup,  as  Leonates  fain  would  done 
That  of  Bohemia,  rendering  all  possible  atonement 
In  thy  self-sacrifice. 

Rich. — I  would  know  his  end, 

The  manner  of  his  death,  each  incidental  detail 
Express’d  and  amplified. 

Bolini. — Brutish  breast !  that  can  require 
Continued  sight  of  a  mangled  victim. 

Why  ask  it  as  if  thou  lovest 
To  dwell  upon  a  thing  so  damnable, 

Like  some  bright  fancy,  in  the  memory  nursed, 

Of  former  happy  days? 

Rich. — No  annotations. 

Did  he  die  well  ? 

Bolini. — Who  can  die  well, 

That  perisheth  so  ill? 

Rich. — We  may  die  well  in  thought, 

Though  slain  our  bodies  be.  Say  ? 

Bolini. — I  cannot. 

Rich. — How!  grown  so  tender? 

And  kill ’st  a  moment  hence. 

Bolini. — Weakness  in  man  is  incidental. 

Some  owe  a  greater  sensitiveness  than  others ; 

\\  biles  some,  so  stubborn,  could  not  feel 
The  throes  of  pity,  though  angels  fain 
Would  move  their  bosoms;  Satan  himself, 

Though  to  harrowing  scenes  of  pain  immured, 

Would  soon  grow  hoarse,  and  speak  with  tears 
The  action  of  the  deed. 

Rich. — Preserve  thy  peace;  I’ll  hear 
No  further  word. 

Bolini. — Though  I  am  silent,  conscience  in  thee 
Will  breed  dismay — confusion. 

Rich. — That  the  furious  winds, 

W  ho  howl  in  extacy,  while  devastating 
The  adventurous  cities  floating  on  the  ocean, 

Or  laying  level  lordly  forest,  which 

Seems  on  firm  land  defensive  ’gainst  destruction, 

To  which  high-raised  temples’  yielding  fall 
Would  choke  thy  voice. 

Bolini. — Thou  shalt  hear  me,  though  I, 

As  some  prescienced  hag,  pronounce 
Thy  murrian  curse. 

Rich. — Dare;  and  I  will,  as  a  flimsy  fragment,  rend, 
Though  it  were  cased  in  adamantine, 

Thy  leprous  carcase. 
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fiolini. — On  ;  bid  thy  emissaries  seize 
My  form ;  torture  it ;  my  willing  limbs 
liend  as  so  many  fragile  shreds  asunder, 
liip  forth  my  heart,  and  thou  will  find, 

Though  with  opprobrious  epithets  you  load  me, 
lis  purer  than  thy  own. 

Kick.  —  Base  minion,  hence  !  and,  in  some  foreign  shore, 
Bury  thyself  for  ever.  Thou  dost  a  deed; 

And,  foolish  in  thy  repentance,  slanderest 
The  most  innocent. 

Jiolini. — Base  hypocrite ! 

Htch. — More  words,  and  I,  though  for  the  act 
Am  consign’d  to  the  lowest  depths  of  hell, 

Will  slay  thee. 

liolini. — Thy  threat,  if  done  to  me,  were  obligative  ; 

For  I  am  so  chagrin’d  by  the  world, 

I  scorn  my  kind.  But  why  traduce  me, 

And  now  upbraid  me  with  the  very  fault 
Thy  own  iniquity  suggested  first  ? 

Have  I  not  suffer’d  ’neath  thy  spleen? 

Havn  not  my  kin  been  banished  by  thy  means? 

Hath  not  the  comely  creations  of  my  blood, 

For  want  of  that  paternal  care 

My  absence  from  their  fostering  hearth  denied — 

Being  banish’d  by  thee  for  a  false  offence 
By  intrigue  and  vicious  plots  created — 

Wended  their  ways  to  crime  and  poverty, 

Cut  off  in  the  very  day  of  hope  and  promise 
By  dire  distress  and  most  deceiving  fate, 

Spurr’d  to  the  sepulchre’s  concluding  goal. 

Did  not  my  son,  a  noble,  gallant  boy, 

With  spirit  uncomplaining,  lay  his  head 
Upon  the  guillotine,  a  sacrifice 
To  thy  politic  stratagems  and  craf  ? 

Didst  thou  not  lure  my  lovely  daughter, 

In  honour’s  hemisphere  a  star  of  brightness, 

With  promises  of  title,  means,  and  wealth, 

To  be  the  wanton  of  thy  baby  king? 

(Whose  life,  from  motives  of  humanity, 

I  now  but  spared)  [as/r/e].  Did  not  your  avarice 
Rend  from  me  every  doit,  iota, 

Of  which  I  was  possess’d,  and  send  me  forth 
An  outcast,  branded  with  ignominy  and  shame, 

Houseless  and  penniless?  And  then,  not  conten 
In  the  folly  of  my  weakness,  grasps  the  time. 

I  was  most  frail  to  make  a  vicious  tool 
To  thy  projections  and  thy  foul  designs. 

More  grim  in  soul,  I  go  again 

Upon  the  heartless  world  as  foul  as  Moloch, 
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Ensign’d  with  the  bloody  banners  of  the  dead, 

And  stamp’d  a  murderer  for  evermore.  [Exit.~\ 

Rich. — What  we  desire  undone, 

Should  be  left  so  before  we’ve  cause  to  wish  it. 

But  dead,  he  is  defenceless.  For  his  title, 

And  the  accompanying  luxuries  of  might, 

I'll  have  some  care  ;  apprize  the  nation  of  his  dissolution  ; 
Bribing  a  few  I  can  depend  upon, 

To  drown  dissentious  voices,  and  proclaim 
Myself  a  monarch.  As  yet,  I’ve  unmoved  trod 
A  purple  path  ;  and  what  more  mischiefs 
The  presence  of  jeopardy  bids  me  enact, 

Must  forward  in  their  career;  for  this  knave, 

Whose  bowlings  would  make  cowardice  ashamed, 

And  paint  the  cheek  of  dastardv  a  red — 

A  friendly  chord  in  perpetual  silence, 

Shall  quickly  lay.  I  would  be  merciless, 

As  is  the  panther  or  relentless  wolf; 

Nor,  like  those  beasts,  carnivorous  destroy 
For  appetite,  but  for  mere  pleasure. 

And  yet  I  cannot ;  my  heart  is  softening. 

Though  my  physical  ligaments  preserve 
Their  stiffened  rigidity,  reflection  shapes  a  future 
Wherein  I  may  be  wretched,  and  exist 
An  object  of  abhorrence.  Banish  each  view 
That  doth  unroll  a  prospect  of  despair  ! 

And  flourish  only  thoughts  of  gentle  peace. 

Angels,  by  their  hellish  machinations 
And  plots  against  Omnipotence, 

Have,  from  the  lofty  heights  of  love  divine, 

To  depths  of  infamy  precipitate  fell ; 

Then  should  we  marvel  that  sinful  man 
From  paths  of  rectitude  doth  erring  stray. 

Oh,  let  me  once  grasp  the  sceptre  in  my  hand, 

And  bear  the  diadem  upon  my  brow  ; 

Let  power,  before  my  over-raptur’d  sight, 

Her  rich,  fruitive,  dazzling  beams  display, 

Then,  Nessus-like,  I'll  fasten  on  the  boon, 

And  w  ith  my  death  alone  relinquish  it. 

I  know’  not  how  the  body  is  disposed, 

For,  in  the  confusion  of  the  late  event, 

I  question’d  not  Bolini  of  its  whereabouts. 

It  must  be  order’d — cast  him  in  the  palace  moat. 

My  part  and  his  crimson  cold  remains 
Will  hide  for  ever. 

Enter  the  Kino,  hastily. 

I  tread  not  on  the  earth. 

This  is  some  sphere  where  ghosts  inhabit ; 
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Majestic  and  unmolested  thus  they  come 
In  silent  stealth. 

King. — Oh,  Richelieu  ! 

Rich.-- The  stony  lips  of  the  tomb  do  gape 
And  wait  in  lamentation. 

King. — How  ?  Strange. 

Kieh. — Forth  blasting  eyes,  and  scarf  from  me 
1  hat  spectacle  of  horror.  Rack,  back,  once  more 
Lnto  the  sheetless  residence — the  tomb, 

Whose  granite  chains  thou  hast  in  phrenzy  burst, 

Scorning  thy  tenement  of  wasteful  dust, 

There  sleep  sound,  molestless,  undisturb’d, 

Nor  rashly  rebellious  break  the  fetters 
'V  hich  tyrant  death  upon  thy  trunk  imposed 
A  lingering  bondage,  which  will  not  end 
Till  nature’s  demolition. 

King. — Some  dire  calamity  on  the  sudden 
Hath  seized  his  thoughts. 

Rich. — Why  put  on  a  fragile  vest  of  flesh, 

\\  hen  slow  beneath  it,  moistureless  bones 
Drv  with  decay. 

King. — Cast  off  this  wildness — 

Be  thyself  again  ;  I  am  what  I  appear — 

Ihy  king  ;  and  more — thy  friend. 

Rick.  L  hou  liest.  Thou  art  a  pale  and  haggard  sprite 
The  cold  wind  blows  through  thy  hollow  frame 
As  tvvere  a  piece  of  gauze.  Thou  art  a  breath 
Subservient  to  the  busy,  active  bird, 

Who  doth  command  you  home.  A  ray  of  morn  glows 

And  ye  dissolve  as  doth  the  nightly  dew 

That  falls  like  a  jewell’d  mantle  o’er 

The  verdant  glebe.  Now  a  mask  usurp’d, 

Ye  do  put  anti  sport  with  human  feelings 
Like  puppits. 

King.  —  What  should  signify  this  passion  ? 

Why  this  causeless  fury?  Alas!  speak  to  me, 

If  with  the  weight  of  thy  politic  cares, 

Or  constitutional  physical  decay, 

Thy  wits  are  shaken,  thou  shalt  retire  awhile 
To  scenes  congenial ;  and  in  the  soft  south 
Thy  broken  system  strongly  renovated, 

If  it  be  thy  pleasure  and  thy  wish, 

Thou  canst  resume  the  government  again 
Of  this  my  realm. 

Rich.  -Give  me  light,  light,  light,  and  cheerful  sun. 
My  soul  is  buried  in  impenetrable  darkness, 

A  cave  of  gloom. 

King. — Oh,  if  there  are  methods,  heaven, 

By  which  his  agony  may  be  appeased. 
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Pray  now  disclose  it,  your  godly  powers 
Hath  cured  sore  ills  by  means  miraculous; 

Yea,  from  the  couch  uprais  d  the  dead, 

And  in  their  nostrils  newer  being  breathed. 

Oh,  then,  now  minister  with  leech-like  hand 
To  his  necessities. 

Rich. —Fasten  not  thy  fiery  fangs  upon  me; 

My  flesh  is  torn  and  flagelated 

With  barbed  hooks ;  drink,  though  its  tide 

From  infant’s  harmless  breasts  as  blood  was  drained, 

In  the  veiny  currents  of  my  body, 

Flows  fused  glass.  I  thirst,  and  feel 
My  future  damnation  in  the  present  hour. 

King. — Oh  grief! 

Rich. — There  is  a  scalding  maelstrom, 

Whose  whirling  waves  in  endless  circles  play; 

And  seem  to  bare  the  bottom  of  the  sea 
With  shrieking  eddies ;  I  now  am  drawn, 

By  its  preponderating  suctive  force, 

Into  the  blustering  artifice,  that  yawns 
Like  eternity  to  warp  all  tilings,  and  put 
A  finish  to  weak  matter. 

King. — Help,  ho  !  his  pain  made  me  forget 
My  recent  danger,  but  let  that  pass  ;  die,  friend  ! 

Then  all  I  love  doth  wane;  help,  ho!  come, 

Thou  you  be  assassins,  and  approach 
Death  grinning  before  you,  what  ho  ? 

[Enter  Bolin i,  disguised. ] 

Bolini. — My  liege,  what  is  the  matter? 

King. — Alas,  I  know  not, 

But  now  escaped  from  assassination. 

Bolini. — Great  God  !  where  are  the  guardians  of  the  good 
Angel’s  repriesal  merit  well,  for  recklessly 
Neglecting  human  interests. 

King. — I  flew  this  way  ; 

And  in  a  most  strange  excitement 
Just  found  the  cardinal.  And  I  think, 

Though  I  would  fain  deny  my  mind  the  truth, 

His  end  is  hastening. 

Bolini. — As  much  as  a  rough  front 
Misleads  the  judgment,  when  guessing  vice  doth  bide 
Within  the  cavcrned  heart,  sickness  doth  present 
False  symptoms  and  appearance,  for  those  seeming 
To  wear  the  lily  and  the  rose  of  health 
Oft  perish  earliest,  whilst  those  that  linger 
As  ’twere  upon  the  margin  of  the  grave, 

Exist  the  longest ;  a  creaking  door  or  gate, 

Doth  keen  their  tinges  in  defiance  of 

Ruin  or  elements.  I  once  was  famed  in  medicine 
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For  in  physics  1  had  waded  deeply 
None  knoweth  what  functions  in  life,  occasion 
May  require  us  to  put  on;  ’tis  therefore  prudent 
For  man  to  dip  in  every  branch  of  knowledge, 

That  is  by  studious  nerve  attainable, 

And  being  skilful  in  my  special  art, 

I  can  to  him,  I  think  administer. 

King. — Try  thy  influence  then, 

And  bless  thy  healing  art. 

Rich. — I  am  a  forest, 

And  in  my  bosom  shades,  there  thrives 
Gilded  and  venomous  snakes;  whirlwinds 
Hoot  up  my  trunk,  and  lay  my  branches  low, 

So  long  we  guilty  lived. 

liolini. — Physic  is  useless, 

Until  his  passion  doth  subside,  remedies 
May  be  in  vain  applied. 

Rich. —  Inanimate  matters, 

To  truth  of  life,  by  mechanic  skill 

So  just  is  work’d,  that  even  marvellous  nature, 

Calm  in  the  choice  of  her  own  creations, 

Might  well  select  the  counterfeited  models 
As  her  own  produce.  Fictious  though  they  be, 

And  breathless.  I’ve  heard,  but  ne’er  believed, 

That  those  departing  from  this  carnal  sphere 
Could  in  their  former  shape  return, 

To  curse  the  ones  they  hated  ;  those  they  loved 
Conferring  blessings  on  ;  or,  p’rhaps,  to  warn 
fhe  living  to  prepare  for  dissolution. 

Bolini. — lie  is  frighted  at  the  presence  of  the  King, 
W  horn  he  thought  murdered.  ’Tis  not  madness, 

But  dire  emotion  that  convulses  him.  [  Aside. 

Rich. — Build  me  in  frozen  rocks  of  frigid  ice  ! 

Chain  down  my  desperate  soul ! 

King. — Bind,  bind  his  hands  ! 

Rich. — The  King  before  me  ! 

He  lies  in  the  eastern  lobby  a  corse. 

Tis  on  my  fancy’s  tablet  emboss’d 
In  bloody  hieroglyphics.  Bow  to  him  not! 

You  deify  a  vapour,  and  pay  reverence 

To  majesty  supernatural.  Deluges  quench  the  flame 

That  burns  the  fuel  of  my  life.  I  die  !  I  die  ! 

King. — Then  the  obituary  of  friendship 
At  last  is  written. 

Rich. — They  grind  their  blunted  lightnings 
To  stab  me  o’er  and  o’er. 

King. — O  woe,  and  most  passionate  grief! 

The  Cardinal,  methinks,  is  dying!  Caitiffs,  heme, 
And  search  my  kingdom  for  restoratives. 
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Alas!  kind  Richelieu,  depart  not  yet 
On  thy  unfathomed  journey. 

Bolini. — Thou  speakest  as  if  he  could  avert 
The  dart  of  destiny. 

King. — My  woe  makes  me  blind 
To  natural  consequences.  Thou  casket  of  my  love — 
My  alFection,  secrets,  welfare,  and  esteem — 

Must  death  break  off,  and  rudely,  our  acquaintance, 
Whilst  baser  beings  live  exempt  and  free 
From  fleshly  anguish.  O  France  !  The  day 
Of  thy  nativity  was  not  more  bright 
Than  this  is  mournful,  sorrowful,  and  sad. 

Behold  him,  nobles,  and  regret  his  loss; 

Thy  loss,  my  loss,  the  loss  of  all  the  land. 

Worth,  honour,  wisdom,  logic,  favour,  truth, 

Were  on  his  brow,  with  golden  hand  impressed, 

To  be  the  marvel  of  the  present  time, 

And  recipient  of  the  flattering  ovation. 

An  unborn  age  may  praisingly  bestow, 

And  we,  to  secure  him  with  healing  balms, 

Or  call  him  back  when  once  his  spark  has  fled, 

May  try  in  vain. 

Rich. — Vulcan  with  blazing  whips 
Drives  on  his  cyclops,  who  within  their  hands 
Hold  heated  wedges,  now  force  them  down 
My  hissing  thorax.  I  ’ll  fight  it  out. 

Come  forth,  ye  hideous,  grinning  fiends, 

That  in  your  sulph’ry  caverns  hide  yourselves, 

Awed  by  my  fury  !  Come  to  the  contest, 

And  with  new  talons  buckled  to  my  joints, 

From  the  fierce  combat  will  I  ne’er  retract. 

On  1  go  to  charge  your  myriads ! 

Within  my  breast  there  are  a  million  hells, 

And  in  each  hell  a  populace  of  fiends; 

Each  fiend  more  ravenous  than  hunger, 

And  bloodier  than  revenge  itself  could  be, 

Pricks  me  with  spikes  of  polished  agony, 

And  bids  me  face  ye  as  the  lion  doth — 

The  bold  usurper  of  his  native  glen. 

And  to  meet  you,  I, 

Despite  your  dragon-eyes,  your  arms  of  Satan, 

Your  howling  threats,  and  aspects  of  rank  horror — 
The  fearful  intelligence  your  bold  fronts  bear, 
Though  pinnacles  of  high  aspiring  stone, 

Broad  gulphs  of  quick  combustion, 

Or  the  immeasurable  distance  of  eternity, 

Sever’d  the  contact  of  our  spleens, 

Undaunted  plunge.  [Falls  dead .] 

King. — No  more!  Rest  my  best  self. 
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There  is  some  mystery  in  this. 

I’ll  seek  it  to  the  very  lowest  dregs; 

And  whosoever  I  find  guilty 

Of  any  pernicious  practice,  mischief,  scheme, 

Shall  suffer  nothing  less  than  instant  death. 

We  will  depart  from  hence,  and  spend 
Some  few  hours  in  conference,  and  try 
To  sift  this  matter  to  the  base. 

Iiolini. —  I  will  accompany  you. 

I  know  the  whole  of  this  sad  grief, 

Its  firstling  cause,  and  the  consequent  issue; 

And,  with  permission,  will  explain  it  well 
In  private. 

King. — Go  with  us,  then. 

Iiolini. — The  gentle  gods  our  deeds  in  mercy  scan. 
The  hardiest  are  frail ;  we  all  are  men. 
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